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	1. How to Start a Dragon Academy

**How to Start a Dragon Academy**

After Hiccup defeated the Queen dragon, the people of Berk and the dragons had been getting along pretty well. There was no more killing or raids and many people rode dragons, but Hiccup and I were still the best.

"Okay, guys. Best trick competition. Who's up first?"

I was one of the best, but I wasn't _the _best. Hiccup was the leader of our odd group and we frequently trained to become better riders.

"Me!" Snotlout jumped up, flexing his biceps.

Yes. I was still dating that egomaniac, but I loved Snotlout even though many people couldn't understand why. Honestly, I was almost as much of a jerk as he was. It's why we got along so well.

"Actually, I think it's-" Fishlegs was rudely cut off my boyfriend.

"Me!" He flexed his arms the other way.

Okay. Really hard to be irritated with him when he's doing that.

"Sweet baby Thor in a thunder storm. Go!" Astrid finally lost it and pointed out to the open air.

"Oh, don't worry. We'll go and when we go Hookfang and I are going to take Svala and Strike's place as the top-two best team. We'll light the sky on… fire!"

Hookfang jumped of the cliff side and freefell straight down toward the ocean. I love it when he does stuff like that. I heard Snotlout screaming as his stubborn dragon did whatever it pleased and broke down laughing so hard I almost fell off of Strike. See, I told you I was a jerk. Luckily, Hookfang brought him back in one piece.

"I'm alive? I'm alive!" Snotlout threw his hands up in relief then noticed everyone looking at him and tried to act all macho. "Of course I am."

I smirked confidently at Snotlout. "Let me show you how a real rider does it."

I leaned down close to Strike who jumped off the cliff and swooped up in the sky. We flew almost straight up into the clouds and then when we were high enough, Strike closed his wings and we fell toward the ocean. As we fell, Strike closed his wings around us to create a marquise shape with a spike at the tip. We spun down like a torpedo, giving us a lot of extra speed. At the last second he snapped his wings open and we broke up to fly inches above the water. Only we were flying upside down. I held onto Strike as tightly as I could until we flipped back over. I flew back up to the others who all started cheering, aside from Snotlout, who was pouting with his arms crossed over his chest.

"It's my turn! Ready Meatlug? Here we go!"

Fishlegs and Meatlug flew off the cliff, flew in a circle, and flew back.

"Yes! New personal best!"

How had he not been in the same group as me and Hiccup? He is just as weird as us!

"My turn!"

"No! My turn!"

As usual, the twins were being the twins.

"Guys. Same dragon."

"Oh, right." The two of them bumped fists to make up and then took off, flying down closer to the water. Unfortunately, they couldn't agree on which way to go and crashed into a large rock pillar. Irritated, their dragon flipped them up into the air. They plummeted toward the ground, but their dragons caught them at the last second and flipped them back into their necks. When they came back, Ruffnut was collapsed over the dragon and Tuffnut was shaking.

"We almost died."

"I know… Go again?"

There was something very wrong with them.

"Hey, it's my turn."

Astrid smirked at Hiccup. "You might want to take notes."

She took off on Stormfly while Hiccup watched her go with that puppy love look on his face.

"Okay Stormfly, tail flip." The Deadly Nadder dragged it tail through the water.

"Now twirl." They spun through the air.

"Quick! Upward spiral." Now they spun going upwards.

My trick was so much better.

"Alright, Stormfly!" They flew back down and landed between me and Hiccup.

"Yeah, but can you do it without the dragon?" Snotlout said from what he thought was safely on the other side of me.

Astrid looked at me. "Could you?"

I smiled. "My pleasure." I turned and landed a punch on Snotlout's arm.

"Ow!" He rubbed his arm. "So violent... It's really hot." He grinned and leaned over toward me. I smiled and leaned over to kiss him. Yeah, I love him.

When I looked, Hiccup and Toothless had already taken off and shot down past us toward the water. They pulled up with so much force that the water parted as they flew over it. They weaved through the rocks with incredible speed and approached a bridge like formation. As they reached it, Hiccup jumped off over Toothless, ran across it, and then jumped back on. Everyone was amazed. Toothless shot three plasma blasts which exploded like fireworks.

"They're still the best."

I nodded in agreement with Astrid. Hiccup was a natural with dragons and he shared a bond with Toothless deeper than even the one I had with Strike. "And I'm still the second best."

With training done, we all flew back to Berk. What we saw was chaos. People were arguing and fighting with the dragons as they ran around uncontrollably. Nothing new. Everyone parted ways, and I went with Snotlout to his house for lunch. Since the war with the dragons ended, Hiccup was still my best friend but I wasn't glued to his side twenty-four/seven.

We landed outside his front door and left the dragons to wait there. When we went inside Snotlout's mother, Helga, was preparing dinner. She looked up as we came in and shut the door.

"Oh! Hello, kids! Svala, you're still joining us for dinner right?"

I smiled broadly at the woman and nodded. "Yes, ma'am."

Much to my surprise, Snotlout's parents actually liked me. The whole dragon thing had gotten me a lot of respect in the village and the Vikings finally accepted me as one of them.

She grinned back at me. "Excellent! Dinner should be really in a couple hours. We're having roasted lamb, salted fish, and fresh bread so don't be late."

"Okay, mom!" Snotlout called to her as we darted back out the door and jumped on our dragons.

We flew out to the forest and landed in small clearing with five trees in almost a perfect circle. The trees' bark was marred with deep scars. A sword and mace were stuck into one. The dragons retreated further into the forest as we wrenched the weapons out of the wood. A couple times a week, Snotlout and I would come out here and practice with our weapons or spar. Today we were sparing.

"Ready, babe?" Snotlout rolled shoulders, loosening his muscles.

I grinned back at him and held my sword in front of me. "I was born ready."

Snotlout charged forward with a yell and brought his mace down toward me, but I deflected it with my sword and ducked out of the way. I swung the blade around as if to cut him in half. Snotlout flipped over it and swung the mace at me again. I didn't have time to gracefully dodge the attack and fell onto my back. Snotlout laughed triumphantly until I swept my legs under him and knocked him to the ground beside me. I crawled over on top of him and straddled his waist, a smirk on my face. "I win. So what's my prize?"

Snotlout matched my smirk and rolled over so I was pinned beneath him. "How about this?" He leaned closer and pressed his lips to mine in a soft kiss. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him in closer, one of his hands finding my waist.

Suddenly, he was pulled away from me. When I opened my eyes Hookfang had Snotlout by the back of his shirt.

Snotlout was thrashing around in his dragon's grip, but getting nowhere. "Do you have to ruin everything?!"

I looked up at the sky and sighed when I saw the setting sun, sitting up. "Dinner should be ready by now. We need get back."

Snotlout finally stopped fighting Hookfang and whined "Oh, come on. Can't we skip dinner?"

I giggled and mounted Strike. "No. Your mother would kill us."

"Fine." Hookfang flipped Snotlout over his head and he landed on the dragon's neck.

The two dragons flew up into the air and headed back to the village. When we got there, we dismounted the dragons and fed them their fish dinner. We came inside just as Helga finished setting the table and we sat down across from each other, his parent's sitting at the ends of the table. Dinner was great as always and when we were all finished I helped Helga clear the table and wash the dishes.

"Thanks for dinner, Mrs. Jorgenson. It was great." I smiled at her as I approached the door.

"Oh, it was no problem, Svala. It's always a pleasure to have you over."

Snotlout walked me over to the door and leaned against the doorframe. I smiled at him and pecked him on lips. "See you tomorrow."

He smiled back and leaned in for a longer kiss. "Goodnight."

I walked back to the dragons as he shut the door and mounted Strike, flying back home. We landed outside and went inside, Strike following behind me. With Toothless and Strike as small as they are, they were allowed to sleep in the house. I laid down on my bed, while Strike laid down on his slab of rock, and drifted off to sleep. Life was good.

**~Three Days Later~**

The next two days were pretty uneventful. We practiced riding, sparred, and just hung out. I was awoken to someone shaking my shoulder.

"Svala, wake up."

I growled deep in my throat and opened my eyes to see Hiccup standing over me. "This better be good."

"I have an idea for how to get the dragons under control. We need to gather the others and head to the Arena."

I sighed and sat up in my bed, rubbing my eyes. "Fine. I'll grab Snotlout and the Twins. You go get Astrid and Fishlegs."

"Thanks, Svala." Hiccup went out the door and I heard Toothless following him down the stairs.

"Whatever." I got up and got dressed in my usual outfit, tying my red hair up into a ponytail.

"C'mon, Strike." I grabbed piece of bread for me and a fish for Strike as we went through the kitchen. I tossed Strike the fish and mounted him while he was eating it. Strike took off toward Snotlout's house and I ate the bread on the way there. When I got there, I strolled inside like usual and went up to Snotlout's room. He was already awake and doing pull ups on a pole he had in the doorway of his closest.

"12…" He saw me as I came through the door. "99…100."

He leapt down from the pole and grabbed a towel off his bed, wiping the sweat off his face. "Hey, what's up? You're not usual up this early."

"Hiccup said he wants all of us to meet at the Arena. I came to grab you and the twins."

He groaned. "Oh, great."

I tilted my head to the side curiously. "What? Are they not morning people?"

"It's impossible to get wake them up."

"That's because I haven't tried yet."

I smiled confidently and spun around on my heels, walking back to Strike with Snotlout running after me. We walked to the twins' house since they only lived a few minutes' walk away. Strike and Hookfang walked behind us.

The house looked like any other on the street, only their Hideous Zippleback was sleeping outside. Apparently their dragon wasn't so keen on getting up early either. I turned to Hookfang and Strike, pointing to Barf and Belch.

"You two wake them up."

I walked inside without knocking, but luckily their parents were already gone.

"Where is their room?" I turned to Snotlout only to find him hiding behind the couch and gave him a weird look. "What are you doing?"

"Their room is straight down the hall. You can go, but I am not going anywhere near those two this early in the morning."

I groaned and walked over to the couch. I grabbed Snotlout by his shirt and dragged him down the hall. I kicked the door open and stormed in, my eyes landing on the twins. Each had their own bed on opposite sides of the room. I released Snotlout and walked over to Ruffnut first. I shook her shoulder.

"Ruffnut, wake up. We have a meeting at the arena."

She groaned and I heard Snotlout squeak. I turned my head to give him a look. "What's you pro-"

I screamed as Ruffnut lunged out of the bed and tackled me.

"I'm trying to sleep!" She grabbed my hair, pulling it out of my ponytail and shook me.

I rolled over so I was on top and twisted my fingers into her hair. "I don't care! Wake up!"

We rolled around on the floor screaming, punching, pulling, and kicking. We ran into multiple things and knocked many objects down. Her brother never stirred once throughout this. At one point I had her pinned down and, finally getting tired on this, I brought back my fist and then sent it into her face as hard as I could. She groaned in pain and went slack on the ground. Panting, I got to my feet and stood over her.

"Are you awake now?"

She nodded and held her head. "Yeah. I'm up."

I held out a hand and pulled her to her feet. Ruffnut dragged her feet into the bathroom to get ready. I grabbed my ponytail holder and walked over to Tuffnut as I put my hair back into place. I had had enough of this. When I got over to him I placed my hands on my hips, leaned close to his face, and screamed at the top of my lungs.

"GET UP!"

Tuffnut yelled in fear and fell out of the bed to my feet. He looked up at me, irritated. "What was that-"

"GO GET READY! NOW!"

Tuffnut jumped from the sheer volume of my voice and scrambled off to get dressed.

I crossed my arms over my chest and smiled, pleased with myself. When I turned to Snotlout he was standing in the doorway with his jaw on the floor, dumbstruck. I walked past him, grabbing his hand and pulling him with me as I went. "They should be ready in a few minutes."

As I predicted, the twins were dressed and on their dragon within four minutes. Snotlout and I both climbed onto our dragons and we all headed to the arena. Hiccup was already there with Astrid and Fishlegs, both of whom were early risers. Everyone dismounted and stood in a semicircle around Hiccup.

I crossed my arms over my chest. "You better have a damn good reason for bringing us here. I had a hell of time getting these idiots up." I jerked my thumb over to Ruffnut and Tuffnut.

"Well, as you all know, the dragons have been causing a lot of trouble in the village. I got an idea. Why not use this arena to train the dragons?"

Everyone stared at Hiccup. Ruffnut was the first one to speak up. "That's your plan? Train dragons-"

Tuffnut finished for her. "Here? Where we used to kill them?"

Hiccup grabbed a large basket and carried it over to Toothless. "Right, because we don't do that anymore. That's why it's available."

"Actually, the dragons do seem a_ little_ nervous." Astrid rubbed Stormfly's snout and I noticed all the dragons, except for Toothless and Strike, were tense and on edge.

"That's because they're very sensitive. Meatlug especially. She lost a cousin here." Fishlegs hugged his Gronckle then whispered. "We try not to talk about it."

Astrid walked over to Hiccup. "It's amazing your dad just gave us the arena."

I nodded. "Yeah, he's usually pretty uptight."

Hiccup shifted his gaze away then back Astrid and I immediately knew there was a catch. "Well, it would be if he did, yeah, but he didn't so that's another thing we should try not to talk about."

Ah, the catch.

"Wait. So we're going to behind your father's back?" Astrid asked incredulously, placing her hands on her hips.

I grinned and leaned sideways on Strike with my arms crossed and one leg crossed over the other. "Wow, Hiccup. Welcome to the rebellious side."

Hiccup skirted around Astrid and paced in front of us. "There you go talking about it… uh… alright, everybody here's the thing. The dragons are out of control. We want them to live in our world without destroying it, but they can't without our help. They've been blowing things up in the village. We've got to do something about that."

Tuffnut cut Hiccup off before he could go on. "Got it! Help dragons blow things up. We can totally do that."

Hiccup tried to correct them, but that can be a bit difficult once they get going. "No. I believe I said-"

"Here's how we're going to do it. First, we make them really really angry."

"No problem. We anger everybody."

I walked over and slammed their heads together hard enough to make them drop to the ground. "That's not what he meant you idiots."

"You guys this is serious! Mildew wants all of our dragons caged! And I don't know about you, but that's _not_ okay with me."

Everyone shared a look, finally releasing how dire the situation was. Even Ruffnut and Tuffnut got the gist.

"Your right. She's sorry."

Ruffnut glared at her brother. I shook my head and returned to Strike.

"Okay then. Next problem." Hiccup walked back over the basket and pulled out a loaf of bread. "The dragons are eating everything in sight. Now, when a dragon grabs something it's not supposed to have. You can get them to drop it by giving them a little scratch just below the chin."

Hiccup allowed Toothless to grab the bread and then scratched him under the chin, sending him into a relaxed state.

Snotlout walked over and snatched the bread out of Hiccup's hand. "Maybe that works for you and Toothless, but Hookfang and me… we do things a little different."

Snotlout threw the bread at Hookfang which the large dragon easily caught in his mouth. Snotlout strutted back over to his dragon.

"When I want this big boy to do something I just get right in his face and- DROP THAT RIGHT NOW! YOU HEAR ME!"

Startled, Hookfang lowered his head to the ground then did as Snotlout said and dropped the bread. He then replaced it with Snotlout himself. Mildly pissed off, Hookfang shook him in his mouth.

"See. He dropped it." Snotlout's voice was a muffled from inside the dragon.

I laughed as we all stood around Hookfang, looking up at Snotlout.

"Heh. Should we help him?" Tuffnut laughed.

"Yeah... In a minute." Astrid smirked up Snotlout.

Ruffnut looked at me from the other side of Tuffnut. "He's your boyfriend. You get him down."

"_Fine_." I drawled out and approached Hookfang as the others turned their attention back to Hiccup. "Come here, Hookfang." I spoke to the Monstrous Nightmare in a much softer voice than my arrogant boyfriend.

Hookfang lowered his head to my level so I reached under and stretched his chin. The dragon instantly dropped Snotlout and collapsed on the ground, completely relaxed. Snotlout laid on the ground, covered in dragon saliva. I grinned down at him. "That worked out well."

Snotlout groaned and climbed to his feet. "Bite me."

"I _would_, but the dragon already _did_… as shown by the layer of spit."

My eyebrows knitted together in confusion when he started grinning. I yelped when he suddenly pulled me to him and wrapped me up in a hug, successful coating me in spit. I squirmed around in his grip until he finally let me go.

"Eww!" He broke down laughing as I held my arms out and stared at myself in disgust. Thick drool dripped down my body. I growled at him with narrow eyes and half-heartedly punched him in the shoulder. "You jerk! What the hell?!"

Snotlout quieted his laughing fit and pulled me back to him. He wrapped his arms around me tight enough that I couldn't get free to kick his ass and rested his chin on the top of my head. "Sorry, babe."

I stopped struggling, the angry draining from my body with that one word, and leaned against him. "It's fine. That was actually really funny."

I looked up and met him half way with a kiss... until someone had to ruin the moment.

"Get a room!" Ruffnut yelled at us.

Snotlout smirked at her. "Maybe we will."

I raised an eyebrow and gave him a look. "Or maybe we won't."

Tuffnut laughed. "Ooh… rejected!"

Snotlout pulled me close to his side. "At least I have a girl to reject me. All you have is your sister."

"No! I have… uh… Astrid!" Tuffnut tried to put his arm around Astrid's waist, but she grabbed his wrist and twisted his arm around his back.

"No, you don't."

She released him and crossed her arms. Tuffnut scrambled off to the safety of his sister.

"Uh, guys? Can we get back to business?"

Everyone suddenly remembered Hiccup and turned back to him. Hiccup reached into the basket and pulled out more bread. "Alright. We got a lot of training to do, but together we can keep these dragons under control."

We each grabbed a loaf of bread and started practicing with our dragons. Luckily, Snotlout tried Hiccup's approach and Hookfang didn't use him as a chew toy again. After we all decided we had gotten the technique down, we returned to the village square. Surprisingly, everything was quiet and there was no one in sight.

Fishlegs voiced everyone's thought. "Huh, no dragons."

"That was easy." Ruffnut shrugged.

"Lunch?" Snotlout was always thinking about food.

I nodded, looking around the empty bazaar. "Yeah, we worked hard today." Then again, so was I.

"That's weird. If the dragons aren't here, where are they?"

Suddenly, a shrill scream rose up from another part of the village. It was followed by a large explosion.

"Something tells me, that way."

We all looked at Astrid then took off running toward the food storage. When we got there, the place had been ravaged and many dragons were still there including….

"Stormfly?"

"Hookfang?"

Astrid and Snotlout each called out to their dragons in surprise when they saw them chowing down on fish.

Hiccup ran up to the storage building, but the rest of us hung back. Stoick soon appeared out of the wreckage.

"They've eaten everything. We've got nothing left for the Freeze."

Old, cranky Mildew hobbled up to them, looking smug. "I warned you Stoick, but did you listen to me? No! You put a bunch of teenagers in charge!"

Mildew gave us a nasty look, which we all gladly returned tenfold. "Caging is too good for those beasts!"

"Dad, I swear I can fix this. We-we were just starting to-"

"Enough Hiccup! How can I trust you to control _all_ the dragons when you couldn't even control your own?"

Stoick gestured to Toothless who was helping himself to the fish. Strike was next to him. Stoick ordered the dragons to be caged for tonight and then Hiccup was to send then away in the morning. Despondent and heartbroken, we dragged our feet the Dining Hall and quietly huddled at our own table in the empty room.

"I can't believe we have to send them away." Even though his dragon didn't listen to him half the time, Snotlout was just as upset as any of us.

"It's going to be weird. I got used to Stormfly's face being the first thing I see every morning." Astrid stirred her soup absentmindedly.

I sat between Snotlout and Fishlegs with my arms on the table and my chin on my arms. I couldn't eat. I was sick to my stomach. "I've been through so much with Strike and now I have to make him leave."

"Every night before I went to sleep Meatlug would lick my feet. Who's going to do that now?!" Fishlegs threw his hands up in despair and then collapsed over the table.

"I volunteer Tuffnut!" Ruffnut nudged her brother, trying to lighten the mood.

"Whatever. What time should I be there?" It didn't work. Tuffnut couldn't have care less about anything. He was way too depressed.

"C'mon guys. Let's get this over with." Astrid stood up and we all followed suit.

"This is the worst day of my life! We're never going to see our dragons again!" Fishlegs cried. No, seriously, he actually cried a little.

I stopped at the door when I noticed Hiccup wasn't coming with us and told the others to go on without me. I returned to where Hiccup was standing by the fire. "I'm sorry you have to send Toothless away."

"We can't let that happen. Toothless is the best friend I ever had." Toothless bent down to pet Toothless.

If I wasn't so sad, I probably would've been offended.

"Oh, Toothless! I'm going to miss you so much!" Mildew came over with bowl soup and salt to pour over our wounds.

Toothless growled at him and Hiccup stood up to Mildew. I crossed my arms over my chest and glared daggers at him.

"You know what your mistake was? Thinkin' dragons could be trained. A dragon's gonna do what a dragon's gonna do. It's their nature and nature always wins."

Mildew laughed and walked away.

I bared my teeth and growled. "That's it! Let's see him talk after I ripe his tongue out." I clenched my fists and stalked toward the old man, but Hiccup held me back.

"No. Violence isn't the answer."

I growled, but backed off nonetheless. We heard Mildew laugh as he left and Hiccup expression turned crossed.

"We'll call that plan B." He corrected himself.

A couple men opened the door which allowed a cold gust of wind to blow in and put out the fire. Toothless quickly lit it back up.

"Oh, thank you Toothless." A random woman thanked the dragon.

"You know what? Mildew's absolutely right!"

I scrunched up my nose in distain. "He is?"

"Yes! C'mon guys!" Hiccup bolted out the doors.

Toothless and I looked at each other than took off after him. For a guy with one leg he could run pretty damn fast. Strike came flying up soon after we left. I looked up at him as he flew above me then at Hiccup. "Where are we going?!"

"To the Arena!"

"You know we have dragons that can fly right?!"

Hiccup slowed to a stop as he thought about this. "Oh, yeah."

I rolled my eyes. I thought he was supposed to be the smart one? We mounted out dragons and then took off toward the Arena. When we got there, they were closing the gate to lock the dragons in. Hiccup and I yelled at them to stop. We quickly landed and jumped off the dragons. I grabbed onto the gate lever and pulled it back up as Hiccup stood between the group and the Arena.

"We are not locking them up."

"What happened? Did you change your father's mind?" Astrid asked excitedly, approaching Hiccup. "… or are we going behind his back again?" Astrid became skeptical, backing away from him.

I went down into the Arena and got the dragons, bringing them back up.

"Uh, one of those. Look. The dragons are going to do what they're going to do. It's their nature. We just need to learn how to use it!"

From their expressions, I'd say the others liked the idea. I walked with Hookfang over Snotlout and looked at everyone. "What do we have to lose?"

The next morning, everyone got up early without any fuss and we all met at the Arena. Everyone was mounted on their dragons and looking at Hiccup. Hiccup looked each of us in the eye. "Alright, guys. This is our last shot. We need to make it count."

We all yelled out enthusiastically and took to the skies. The first thing we did was fly out to where Mulch and Bucket were trying to catch some fish.

"Snotlout! Scare us up some dinner!" Hiccup directed Snotlout then flew back to the rest of us to give the other orders.

We headed over to cranky Mildew's farm and helped him plant all his cabbage. I had Strike gather up a little rain storm, with a touch of lightening of course, to water the plants after the dragons got done fertilizing it. We then rounded up the yaks and boars and everyone met up at the barn.

"That was awesome!"

I nodded in agreement with Fishlegs and leaned down to hug Strike. "Totally!"

"How did you know that was going to work?!"

"Cause they're dragons and they're going to do what dragons do. We just have to work with them and not against them. You know who we should actually be thanking-"

"There they are, Stoick! Those dragons don't look like they're in cages to me."

I walked up and stood beside Hiccup with my arms crossed over my chest defiantly. "Plan B?"

Hiccup glanced at me then at Mildew. "Not just yet."

"No. This is not what I asked for. Kids. I want you to all go down to the Arena and cage those dragons."

I and Hiccup looked at each other is shock, Hiccup stepping forward. "But Dad-"

"NOW." Stoick told us sternly. His tone left no room for conversation.

We all looked at each other then slumped our shoulders and got on out dragons, returning to the Arena. We did was Stoick said and locked them up in a cage. I reached my hand through the bars and placed it on Strike's snout. "You won't be here long. I promise."

Stoick and Gobber approached the Arena, a small group of villagers standing outside watching. The seven of us huddled together, afraid of what he was going to do. I gripped Snotlout's hand tightly.

"Oh, no. What's Stoick going to do to us?" Fishlegs squeaked from behind the rest of us.

"I'm too pretty for jail."

"Where'd you here that?"

Even in the face of danger, those two were bickering.

We shut up turned our attention to Stoick when he began speaking. "You all disobeyed my orders and there _will_ be consequences."

"I told you we were going to get in trouble. Uh, you never listen to me."

Astrid bitched Hiccup out until he stepped forward to face his father. "Dad, if anyone is going to get in trouble it should be me."

"Nope. You all had a hand in this. You took over this place without asking. You released the dragons against my wishes. Things are going to change around here. That's why-"

"You're getting a Dragon Training Academy." Gobber jumped in front of Stoick and cut him off.

"Gobber! I wanted to tell them!"

"I'm sorry. Your right. Go ahead."

"Well, you took most of it!"

"You can tell them the part about how proud you are of them."

"Gobber!" Stoick sighed and turned back to us. "Hiccup… well… what he said. You've all made me proud."

We all grinned at each other, relieved and excited. Stoick walked over the door lever.

"This dragon training academy is for you." He pulled down the lever, thus releasing all of our dragons.

I screamed in excitement and ran over to Strike. He met me half way and I threw my arms around his neck. "I'm so sorry I put you in cage!"

"Now all you have to do is train them."

"Not a problem, dad. After all, I've got him."

Astrid coughed and Hiccup remembered us. "And them too."

I grinned and looked over at all my friends. I did a double take. Yep. Hookfang had Snotlout by the back of his shirt.

I laughed, looking over at Strike. "I better go do that chin scratch."

He grumbled at me and we went over to get Hookfang to drop my boyfriend.

Yep.

Life was good.

My only regret was that I never got to rip Mildew's tongue out.


	2. Viking for Hire

Viking for Hire

The group was gathered in the Dragon Academy today. There were two rows of three barrels with a stone drawing board at the end of the aisle they made. Hiccup was standing by the board. Astrid, Fishlegs, and I were lined up at one of the rows of barrels. Snotlout and the twins were lined up at the other one. We stood facing each other with our dragons sleeping behind us.

"Every dragon has his own unique abilities that give it its own special place in the world. Which dragon makes the best welding torch?"

"Oh! Deadly Nadder!" Astrid was leaning over her barrel in excitement.

I was leaning on mine in boredom. We had been playing this trivia game for over an hour.

"Its magnesium flame burns with the heat of the Sun!" Fishlegs followed up.

"Correct! Point to team Astrid."

I swirled my finger in circle. "Woo. Go team." My voice was completely drained of all emotion.

"The score is now a hundred to ten."

Astrid laughed at the other team. "And you started with ten."

Tuffnut pointed a finger at them threateningly. "Oh, yeah? Well the game's not over... Wait. What team am I on?"

"Next question. What is the shot limit of a Hideous Zippleback? Team Snotlout."

I actually raised my head from the barrel for this. It was probably going to be amusing.

"I don't think they can count that high." Astrid fake whispered to us

I giggled into my arm. That was probably true.

"Oh, really? Let's find out. Barf! Belch!"

My eyes widened when I realized what Ruffnut was planning to do. I quickly ducked down behind the barrels with Astrid and Fishlegs. The dragon shot at us six times.

"Looks like it's about three." Tuffnut then held up _two_ fingers.

"Told you we could count that high." Ruffnut taunted them.

I looked at Astrid and Fishlegs, pointing to the others. "Should we be worried about them?"

"It's six. You were half right. Five points."

I raised my hand. "Actually, they were half right for the verbal answer and one third right for the signed answer."

"Yes! We're up to thirty!" Ruffnut yelled and high-fived her teammates.

"Okay. I really think we should be worried about them." I stated as me and my team came out from behind the barrels. I was right. That was amusing.

"Alright. It's our turn. What happens when you shot fire at the owner of a Deadly Nadder?" Astrid smirked at them and whistled sharply for Stormfly. Ohh, things were getting interesting. Stormfly shoot her tail spikes at them, pinning the three to the wall.

I turned on Astrid. "Hey! Be careful! Don't put a hole in my boyfriend!"

"No fair! She didn't give us time to answer." Tuffnut yelled out indignantly.

Before Astrid could answer we both looked back at the trio just in time to see Snotlout jump down. He looked a bit angry as he marched toward us. "I've got a question. What happens when I sic Hookfang on you?"

I smirked and placed one hand on my hip, gesturing to Strike with the other. "You get electrocuted." The Skrill was quick to come to my side. Lightening jumped across his body. We were both eager for a fight.

"Okay, guys! That's enough training! So we did some really good work here today." Hiccup quickly left what was soon to be a war zone as Snotlout mounted Hookfang.

"Prepare to face the Monstrous Nightmare!" Snotlout tried to wake Hookfang up only to startle him. The large dragon set itself on fire and with it, Snotlout. Snotlout yelled in pain and leapt off the flaming dragon. "That's the third time this week!" He ran over and jumped into a trough of water, sighing. "Sweet relief."

I laughed. "You might want to stop startling a dragon whose defense mechanism is setting itself on fire!"

Deeming it safe to come in again, Hiccup went over to Snotlout with me and Astrid following. "Hookfang never flames up when you're riding him. Is he okay?"

"Maybe he just realized who his owner is?" Astrid grinned, shrugging.

Normally I would laugh, but now that I thought about it. Hookfang was being more aggressive than usual. He may not listen to Snotlout very well, but I spent enough time with them to know that they cared about each other and were actually very close.

"There's room in here for two." Snotlout leaned over toward Astrid and held up two fingers.

Astrid's face turned furious and she shoved him down into the water. Okay that I had to laugh at. Yes, Snotlout still flirted with Astrid, or whatever that was supposed to be, but I didn't think much of it. I knew it didn't mean anything and I was the one he cared about. It was just Snotlout being Snotlout. It wasn't like he was flirt with a ton of girls or anything. He'd been flirting with Astrid practically since they were in diapers. It was more out of habit than anything else.

I laughed for bit until I felt something wrap around my wrist and I was pulled backwards. I gasped loudly when cold water hit me. Snotlout had pulled me into the trough. I was sprawled out the long way like how you would sit in a bathtub with my legs over Snotlout's lap and the edge of the trough. Snotlout broke out into laughs and I couldn't help myself from doing the same. After a few minutes of laughing we climbed out of the trough, which, by the way, is really hard when someone keeps pulling you back in. The others waited patiently for us to get out and the seven us, plus our dragons, walked back to the village. We split up and went our separate ways, I with Hiccup. A crowd was gathered in the village square. Hiccup and I shoved our way to the front to see Gobber trying to sell his dragon killing weapons. We shared a guilty look.

I was standing on Hiccups left when someone came up on his right and gasped dramatically. "Well this is a dark day, a great dragon slayer peddling his weapons as kitchen utensils. Tch, tch, tch."

I glared at Mildew out of the corner of my eyes and leaned closer to Hiccup. "Plan B is still an option."

Hiccup glanced from me to Mildew then shook his head. "No. You can't ripe his tongue out."

Gobber was trying to sell Big Bertha when the catapult went off and destroyed someone's house. The crowd had seen enough and started dispersing.

"Tch, tch, tch." Mildew looked pointedly at Hiccup.

Hiccup glared at him and leaned closer to me. "Or at least not yet."

"Hey! Wait! There's more! Come back! You haven't seen everything yet! I haven't cleared out my dungeon yet." Gobber yelled out desperately to the people, but they were already gone.

"Oh, it's hard to watch. Especially for you two, ay Hiccup? Svala? The feelings of guilt must be tearing at your insides. I mean you guys put him out of business with your little peace pact with the dragons. You ruined his life. Bravo!" Mildew finally left us in peace… or pieces. It felt a little more like pieces.

I clenched my fists tightly at my sides, furious at Mildew. He was right though. I took one more look at Gobber and then headed back to the house. Hiccup followed alongside me. We went back up to the house and sat with our feet hanging off the balcony over the kitchen. Toothless was curled around us with Strike lying beside me. All was silent for a while as we wallowed in guilt.

Hiccup sighed, looking at his prosthetic leg then at Toothless. "You know Gobber made this for me. He taught me everything I needed to know to make your tail."

I rested my hand on Strike's head. "And me to make the new one since yours kind of got burned to a crisp."

Hiccup turned to me with that determined look in his eye. "We've got to find some way to help him."

I opened my mouth to ask how when Hiccup father came through the door and sat down in his chair with a tired groan. Hiccup stood up and walked down the stairs, but I remained where I was.

"Tough day of chiefing, dad?" Hiccup got his dad a mug of mead

"I was all over the island. I married the Spencing girl to the Garb boy at dawn then went down to the fields where some kids were tipping over yaks then back up to the newlyweds to settle at domestic dispute. I guess that honeymoon is over."

Hiccup gave the drink to him when he was done venting then went over to put more wood on the fire.

"Sometimes I wish there were two of me."

Hiccup dropped the log in his hands and spun around. Our gazes locked and I knew we were thinking the same thing.

"Dad, there are two of you!"

"Is that another crack about my weight?!" Stoick slammed his mug down.

I laughed and swung down from balcony, landing effortlessly on my feet.

"No! I mean Gobber came be the other you!" Hiccup tried to explain to his dad.

"You two are together a lot. He must have picked up something." I joined them and stood by Hiccup.

"Gobber? Oh, he's way to busy making all those dragon killing- Uh, well, he used to be… until you… which is great! Except for Gobber."

"Exactly my point."

"You know that's actually not such a bad idea. I could use a right hand." Stoick put his helmet back on and headed to his room.

"Which works out great, 'cause that's kind of the only one he has."

I smiled. "This is perfect! Gobber gets a job and you dad gets less things to stress about!"

Hiccup nodded in agreement. "Yeah, I got a good feeling about this."

We went off to bed with our dragons then woke up in the morning and had breakfast. I sat at the table while Hiccup finished up his oatmeal and thought about what to do today. I did the jump people do when a great idea suddenly hits them and looked at him with a grin. "Do you want to race Toothless and Strike around the island today?"

Hiccup smiled back. "Yeah. It's nice to race with someone who can actually challenge Toothless' speed." Hiccup quickly downed the rest of his breakfast. We went tearing out of the house and saddled up Toothless and Strike. Luckily, they were already done with their breakfast so we were able to leave immediately. The dragons flew up and out to the coast. We landed on a rocky perch to use as the starting line.

"Okay. Around Raven's Point then back to the village along the coast? " Once I nodded in confirmation Hiccup started the count down. "Ready."

I grinned and leaned down close to the saddle. "Set."

We yelled out at the same time. "GO!"

Toothless and Strike took off full speed. I started off in front and blocked Hiccup whenever he tried to take the lead. I looked back to smirk arrogantly at them only to find the pair gone. "Huh?" I looked around for them, but didn't see them anywhere. That's when I heard the sound Toothless makes when he's charging up to fire. My head jerked up just in time to see Toothless shoot a plasma blast at us from high above. Strike and I both screamed and Strike broke sharply to the side. The shot went past us and exploded below. We swerved up to avoid the after wave. When we straightened out and got under control, Toothless and Hiccup were in front.

Hiccup looked back at me with a smug grin and waved. I smirk at him with narrowed eyes. "So that's how you wanna play huh? Well, we can fight dirty too… Okay Strike, get 'em"

Strike made a shrill noise and then shot a lightning bolt at them. It struck just beside Toothless, make him shift sideways. Just then, lightning bolts rained down on them. They struck all around Toothless, making him have to break and swerve out of their way, slowing him down. For the finale, a lightning bolt struck in front of him. Toothless came to a dead stop and avoid hitting it and we went zipping past them.

This went on for the rest of the race. Toothless and Strike shot at each and we switched leads multiple times. By the time we reach the rock pillars out on the coast we were head and head. We weaved through the rocks as fast as we could, both of us almost crashed a few times. It was hard to tell who was in front when you weren't going in a straight line and we lost sight of each other a few times. I couldn't see Hiccup anymore and suddenly broke out of the outcrop. Hiccup came out a few seconds after.

I grinned when I looked and saw that we were too far ahead for Toothless to catch up. Or at least not without playing dirty. I felt heat on my butt and the next thing I knew, I was falling toward the water. Toothless had blasted me. Not hard enough to hurt me, but hard enough to knock me off my dragon. I screamed and flailed around until Strike caught me by the back of my shirt. He flipped me up and onto his back. When I looked forward, Hiccup and Toothless were far in front of us. They swopped down into the Academy and out of sight. Strike and I entered the arena and landed a minute after them. I jumped off of Strike and marched over the Hiccup who was standing next to Toothless.

"That was a dirty trick!" I pointed my finger at him threateningly.

Hiccup smiled and shrugged. "You would've done the same."

"Yeah, but you're Hiccup! Hiccup doesn't pull crap like that!"

"Maybe you're rubbing off on me."

I growled and marched back over to Strike. I stopped when Hiccup started laughing. I turned to glare at him and put my hand on my hip. "What?" I bit at him sharply.

Hiccup put his hand over his mouth to quiet his laughter. "Your skirt."

My hands went to the back of my skirt and I found that it had been burned away from the blast. Thankfully, my pants were still intact. "Hiccup!"

Hiccup held up his hands in surrender. "It was Toothless' idea!"

I glared at the black dragon who just shrugged at me. I groaned. "Whatever." I mounted Strike, Hiccup doing the same, and we flew back to the house. When we landed, I went up to my room to put on a different skirt. I also changed pants after I saw that they were scorched. "Hiccup owes me a new pair of pants and skirt." I grumbled to myself as I headed back downstairs.

When I descended to the first story of the house I saw Hiccup with his father who was holding to blocks of ice up to his head.

"You know, dad. I think your being a wee bit rough on Gobber. It was his first day. Tomorrow will be way better."

I raised an eyebrow. This should be good. "What happened?"

Stoick put down the blocks on ice and head a mug of mead up to it instead. "Gobber sunk a ship."

"Wow." I walked over to where they were.

"Oh, and tomorrow will be better for me, because it won't involve Gobber."

"What do you mean?" Hiccup looked genuinely confused.

Stoick slammed his mug down. "I'm trying to fit a square peg in a round hole and it named a baby girl Magnus. I'm not saying she didn't look like a Magnus, but try telling that to her parents."

"I can't believe you let him go!" Hiccup sighed. "Well, we've got to help him!"

"If by 'we' you mean you and Svala. I don't have to do anything, but you two on the other hand are going to be very busy finding a job for Gobber."

Our shoulders slumped as Hiccup and I shared a look. Great. Stoick went to bed and Hiccup and I went up to his room to discuss job ideas. Hiccup sat on his bed while I sat cross legged on the floor. "So, do have any ideas."

"Hmm." Hiccup put his chin on his fists and thought for a moment. "Hey! What if he worked at the Academy?"

I had a flashback of the first day of dragon killing training and shook my head. "Uh, that's a bad idea. Bring in the guy that taught us how to kill dragons?"

Hiccup sighed. "Do you have a better idea?"

I opened my mouth then closed it again. "Um, no."

He clapped his hand together. "Okay, then. Dragon Training it is."

**~ THE NEXT DAY ~**

"You're bringing Gobber… here?"

Everyone was gathered in the Dragon Academy. Hiccup and I had just told the others about his idea. Judging from the looks we got and what Fishlegs had just said, I'd say they didn't like it.

"He's going to be… great. Nobody knows dragons like old Gobber. He's spent a lifetime… you know… studying them. If we could tap into that we'll all be better dragon trainers."

Hiccup was just starting win them over when Gobber burst into the arena with a wagon full of weapons.

"I'm back! Did you miss me?"

All the dragons jumped in fear.

"First of all, uh, welcome. And second, uh, tiny question. Why, uh, did you bring your… you know…"

"Killing things?" Gobber rummaged around in the wagon and pulled out some giant mutated weapon. "I thought we could train them by threatening to kill them. That's how my daddy taught me to swim."

The dragons flinched back and hide behind their owners. Strike included. I wrapped my arms around his neck. "It's okay. He's not going to hurt you."

Gobber suddenly pulled out a huge chain mace. "School's in session!"

The dragon bolted out of the arena and flew off, though I was able to keep Strike from flying off. Everyone stared at the dragons as they disappeared from sight.

"Eh, I didn't like school either."

The group glared daggers at the Gobber.

"Well, see you guys tomorrow!" Gobber yelled out cheerfully as he wheeled the cart out of the arena and went back to the forge.

Astrid sighed in exasperation. "Let's go get our dragons."

I looked to where the dragons had disappeared into the sky and laughed. "Good luck with that." But when I turned around to Strike, Snotlout was sitting on my dragon.

I raised my eyebrow, crossing my arms over my chest. "What do you think you're doing with my dragon?"

"You have to help me find Hookfang." Snotlout sat there stubbornly with his arms crossed.

"Why? It was Hiccup's idea to bring Gobber here." I walked over and mounted Strike nonetheless.

Once I was situated, Snotlout wrapped his arms around my waist. "Your my girlfriend. It's like in the rulebook or something."

I grinned snarkily. "There's a Dating Rulebook that says a girlfriend has to help her boyfriend find his lost dragon?"

"Yes."

I laughed as Strike flew out of the Academy and headed out toward where Hookfang went. We ended up out along a place where the island dropped straight off into the ocean. I was looking at the forest's edge when Snotlout pointed to a lower spot in front of us. "There!"

I followed his finger and saw Hookfang crawling on the edge of the cliff. The dragon was acting weird, growling and shaking his head. Strike flew down closer to Hookfang. "Hookfang, what are you doing? …Snotlout, what are you doing?!"

Snotlout jumped off of Strike and dove to the side of the cliff. He slipped down as he struggled to find somewhere to hold on. Pointed rocks rose up from the ocean under him.

"Snotlout!" I watched worriedly as he slid further down.

His foot hit a small piece of rock jutting out from the cliff, bringing him to a stop. "I'm okay, Svala!" Snotlout took a second to gather himself then began to climb up toward his dragon. During this, Hookfang continued to shake his head and growl, not seeming to notice his rider was in trouble. What was up with that dragon?

I had Strike hover down close to Snotlout in case he fell. Fortunately, he didn't and Snotlout was able to reach Hookfang and climb onto him. Hookfang settled down after he did and pushed away from the cliff. We started flying back to the village. "How do you think the others are doing with their dragons?"

Snotlout shrugged. "You wanna find out?"

"Sure." We turned the dragons to head to the other side of the island since we had already been all over this side.

When we got out to the ocean a little ways from the village we saw Barf and Belch standing on a rock pillar. It was about a fourth of a mile from land. I looked over at Snotlout confusedly when he started laughing then down below at the water. Ruffnut and Tuffnut were on a section of wood, paddling toward their dragon. I flew down toward them, Snotlout following me. "Need some help?"

The twins looked up at us. "We don't have any more paddles."

I shared a look with Snotlout. "You get Tuffnut. I'll get Ruffnut."

Strike lowered over the two and grabbed Ruffnut by the shoulders with his hind feet. I flew up toward the Hideous Zippleback and Hookfang grabbed Tuffnut by the back of his shirt. We dropped the two onto the pillar then flew off to find the others.

We spotted what looked like a Deadly Nadder flying over Raven's Point and set out to that area. Stormfly was landed on Raven's Point. Astrid was scaling the side of the mountain. She was already two thirds of the way up. I flew Strike in closer. "Need a lift?"

She paused to look at me then up at where Stormfly was. "No. I can do it."

I shrugged. "Suit yourself." I turned around in my saddle to Snotlout. "Let's find Fishlegs."

He groaned and whined to me. "Why? We've already helped out everyone else."

"Because we don't have anything better to do."

He thought about this. "Yeah, okay."

We flew out to the only place we hadn't been to yet. The village. We looked around the village from the sky, but couldn't find him there. The only other places he could have gone were the beach and docks. Fishlegs was on the docks preparing a small boat. We landed on the docks. "Fishlegs, what are doing?"

He paused and looked up, noticing us for the first time. "When Gobber scared the dragons off, Meatlug went to an island we go to spent time at."

I jerked my thumb over to my boyfriend on his large dragon. "Snotlout can give you lift."

I got a surprised look from him. "What?! "

"Thanks Snotlout!" Fishlegs yelled excitedly as he abandoned the boat and jumped onto Hookfang behind Snotlout.

"Hey!" Snotlout jumped when the larger boy got onto his dragon. Snotlout spun back around to glare at me.

I laughed and shot past them into the sky. Snotlout flew after me and took the lead since Fishlegs was the only who knew where the island was. He directed us for an half an hour before we found the small island. We approached a small beach with cliffs rising up behind it to cut the section of land off from the rest of the island. A Gronckle was sleeping on the sand, but woke up when we landed.

"Meatlug!" Fishlegs yelled as he jumped off of Hookfang and tackle-hugged his dragon.

I smiled at the pair then turned to Snotlout. "I think we've helped enough people for the rest of the season."

Snotlout sighed in relief. "Thank Thor. Helping people is exhausting."

I nodded. "Agreed."

We waited for Fishlegs and Meatlug to finish their little reunion then the three of us flew back to Berk. We got back at sunset and Fishlegs went back to his house while Snotlout flew home with me. We landed outside the door. I dismounted Strike and went over to Snotlout to kiss him goodbye. After I was safely inside I heard Hookfang fly away. Stoick was already in bed and Hiccup was nowhere to be seen so I heated up some stew and ate outside with Strike. The dragons were pretty messy eaters so they had to eat outside. I was inside, washing the dishes when Hiccup and Toothless finally came home.

I walked back over to the still heated stew and scooped some into a bowl. "Where were you guys?"

Hiccup sat down at the table as I placed it in front of him. "I could ask you the same thing."

I sat down across from him. "After we found Hookfang, Snotlout and I helped the others find their dragons."

Hiccup looked at me in disbelief. "You and Snotlout… helped people?"

I scoffed in mock insult. "We can be nice on occasion."

Hiccup shoveled down his dinner. "You? Sure. Snotlout? Not so much."

I shrugged. "So what were you doing?"

Hiccup brightened at this. "I found a new job for Gobber."

I perked up. "Really? What?"

"Making saddles for the dragons. Astrid and the twins were complaining about being sore after riding their dragons earlier today."

I grinned. "That's a great idea! There's no way he could screw that up!"

Boy was I wrong.

The next everyone met at the Academy. Of course, when the dragons saw Gobber they refused to enter the arena and we spent a while coaxing them in. Gobber and Hiccup were standing next to a giant sheet with something under it. The rest of us stood around them in a semi-circle.

"Alright, this is an exciting day for all of us. Gobber, has been working hard to-"

Gobber pushed Hiccup out of the way. "I think they might want to hear from the artist himself. I've made a lot of saddles in my day… horse, donkey, and now dragon. But these saddles are special, their like my children. If you strap your child to a flaming reptile and roll it. So without further ado…"

The others were eager and giddy as Gobber wrenched the cloth off of the saddles. Everyone gasped in excitement.

"Uh, wow…. Gobber, this is certainly _not_ what I imagined." Hiccup did not look or sound pleased with the designs, but Gobber didn't notice.

The twins, Snotlout, and I investigated the saddles. They were… interesting. Thank Thor I already had one.

"How could it be? I'm Gobber. Nobody knows what it's like to live in here." He tapped on his head with his sledgehammer hand.

"And nobody wants to." I mumbled to Snotlout, who laughed quietly.

"Is-is that…?"

"Yep. Flame thrower." Gobber turned the contraption on and it spit flames. A flame thrower on a saddle? For dragons?

"Didn't see that one coming did ya?"

"Uh… no, no. Not for dragons. They come with one build in actually."

"I know, but can you ever really have too much fire power?"

We all looked over to see that Ruffnut and Tuffnut had already saddled up Barf and Belch in two saddles with catapults on them. The twins loaded the weapons and tried to fire them, but they hit their dragon in the back of their heads and knocked them silly.

"Uh, catapults? For the twins? Not such a good idea."

Gobber shrugged in agreement. Those two shouldn't be allowed near _any_ dangerous object.

Fishlegs put a saddle with four maces strapped onto it on Meatlug. He got on and she tried to fly, but only made it a few feet off the ground. "C'mon girl! You can do it! Think light." The poor Gronckle tried as hard as she could and suddenly crapped out, falling to the ground.

"C'mon! You can't tell me my saddle is heavier than Fishlegs!"

I laughed quietly into my hand, leaning on Strike.

"My mom says I'm just husky."

Snotlout grabbed the heavy saddle with the flame thrower on it and threw it onto Hookfang. The dragon immediately reared up and roared, spewing flames as it threw the saddle off. Hookfang lowered his head down to Snotlout.

"C'mon Hookfang. What's wrong with you?" Snotlout groaned and tried to put his hand on the Monstrous Nightmare's snout, but he pulled back and turned away from Snotlout.

"That's it. Someone's trading with me."

I shared a confused and concerned look with Strike. What was up with Hookfang?

Tuffnut laughed from his still dazed dragon. "Yeah, sure. I'll trade my perfect dragon for an angry oven."

I scoffed. "He's only perfect, because you hit him in the heads with a boulder."

"Hey! That was totally on accident!"

At some point Astrid had tried a saddle on and drew everyone's attention when she came flying back. "This saddle's actually pretty good."

"Wait till you try the horn."

Astrid blew into the horn which spooked Stormfly and caused her to throw her tail spikes… right at Snotlout. For the second time this week, Snotlout was pinned to the wall by Stormfly's spikes.

"Really? Again?" Snotlout asked in exasperation.

I giggled and walked over to help pull him down. I wrapped my arms around his waist and leaned into his chest. Snotlout smiled and hugged me, resting his chin on my head. I really loved having a boyfriend.

The next thing I knew Gobber was shouting goodbye and leaving with the dysfunctional saddles. Hiccup sighed was he was out of sight and turned to us. "Uh, I think that's enough for today. You guys can all go home, I'm going to stay and clean up."

Everyone said their goodbyes to Hiccup and left. I started walking out with Snotlout, his arm around my shoulders.

"Svala, you have to stay and help me."

I stopped and turned to him with a groan, whining. "Why? I hate cleaning."

Hiccup put his fish on his hips. "Because you also run this Academy so you need to help keep it in good shape."

I slumped my shoulders. "Fine." I turned to Snotlout and pressed my lips to his in a goodbye kiss. "You go own ahead. I'll see you tomorrow."

Snotlout tilted his head to deepen the kiss then reluctantly pulled away. "Alright. Goodnight, babe."

I smiled up at him. "Goodnight."

Snotlout left the arena and I walked back over to Hiccup and grabbed a broom out of his hand. We spent hours cleaning.

Hiccup's father came in at sunset. "My Odin. This place looked better when we were killing dragons here."

Hiccup paused in his sweeping. "Yeah, we sort of got Gobbered."

"Well, you know Gobber. He means well. He just doesn't always do well. So, what are you two going to do about him?"

I stopped at this and turned to them, placing my hand on my hip. "Yeah, we don't need a repeat of today."

"We'll clean up his messes and redo his work."

"Look, Gobber's like family."

Hiccup threw the broom down and spun around to face his father. "Yeah, I know. That's why I can't say anything to him."

I nodded in agreement and walked over to them. "Gobber's really sensitive. We can't just come out and say 'You're doing horrible at every job we give you'."

Stoick placed his hands on our shoulders. "I know. That's why you have to. It's not fair to either of you and it's not fair to Gobber."

"Why do we have to say something to him?! You didn't!" Hiccup pulled away from his father, becoming very upset. "You just past him off to us!" Hiccup turned away in anger. I could tell he was just upset that he was going to have to talk to Gobber. It was going to devastate him.

I pointed back toward the village. "I could go get Snotlout."

They ignored me. "That's what the chief does. Delegates. Look, I gave you and Svala this Academy, because it's the best thing for Berk. Now the both of you have to do what's best for the Academy and I'm sorry son, but what's best is very rarely what's easy." Stoick put his hand back on Hiccup's shoulder and led us off toward the forge.

Stoick left us a little ways from the forge and we walked the rest of the way. When we got there it was dark and Gobber was in there building something.

"Hey you never know. Maybe Gobber finally looked at my plans and is actually making the saddles better."

Just then, an explosion went off in the forge and smoke pooled out.

"Or not."

I sighed. "Let's get this over with."

We went up the forge and saw Gobber bent over something. Hiccup tried to get his attention. "Gobber?"

The large Viking spun around and pointed a cross bow at us. Our hands flew up in surrender and Hiccup yelled. "Don't shoot!"

"I would never shoot you guys, unless I absolutely had to." Gobber voice got a bit dangerous sounding toward the end.

Um, that was slightly concerning.

Hiccup laughed nervously. "Yeah, still, if you could please put the crossbow down. I'd know I'd feel better and Svala would probably feel better too."

"You know, about the weapons. Maybe the catapults were a bit much for some of the dragons yesterday so I've gone a different way. I've gotten rid of the two big ones."

Hiccup and I looked at each other excitedly then back at the big Viking. "Gobber, that's great!"

"And replaced them with six little ones!"

Our jaws and my shoulder dropped. Gobber held up a spoon sized catapult for us to see.

"Yeah, um… Gobber we need to talk." I tried to quietly leave the room while Hiccup talked, but he grabbed the back of shirt and pulled me back. "Uh, I think it might be time for you to take a little break."

"I case you hadn't noticed, the only time a Viking takes a break is to die." Gobber turned to his workbench and started working.

"Maybe a break is the wrong word. What I mean is, I'm not sure things are working out."

Gobber paused and we thought he had gotten the message, but then continued working.

"Well get back to me when you're sure."

Hiccup gave me an exasperated look. I rolled my eyes and walked closer to Gobber. "We're sure Gobber. This might not be the best job for you."

Hiccup continued. "I'm going to have to take you off the saddle project."

This stopped Gobber dead in his tracks and he laid down his tools. "Are you getting rid of me, Hiccup? Now I see why you had me put down the crossbow." Oh, no. Not the sad voice!

Hiccup stumbled over his words, trying not to upset Gobber. "It's just the saddles. We'll find something else you."

"I don't need your pity. I've lost an arm and a leg. I think I'll survive losing a job." Gobber turned his back to us and continued working.

"I'm really sorry, Gobber." Hiccup laid his hand on Gobber comfortingly, but was ignored by the large Viking.

In turn, I laid my hand on Hiccup's shoulder and met his eye. He got the message and we quietly left the forge. We both heaved heavy sighs once we were outside and continued home with our dragons.

"Well that was awful."

"We should have just gotten Snotlout."

"Yeah, I don't know what could be worse than that."

Just then I heard screaming and flames rose out from the town square. People can running out, screaming in fear.

"Look like we're going to find out."

I groaned. "I just want to go to bed."

Snotlout came running over to us, out of breath. I stepped forward in concern and placed my hand on his shoulder. I jerked around quickly when I saw something out of the corner of my eye. My eyes widened in shock.

"I… never… thought… I'd say this… but Hiccup…" Snotlout struggled to get the words out between breaths then suddenly grabbed Hiccup by the shoulders. "HELP!"

Hookfang.

The dragon was going berserk, throwing his head around and spewing fire and lava. Hiccup and I looked at each other then took off running toward the dragon. Snotlout, Strike, and Toothless ran after us. Hiccup looked over at Snotlout as we ran. "Tell me everything that happened leading up to this?"

"I don't know what happened. I was just rubbing his head. He usually loves that, but this time he went crazy. My dragon hates me." Snotlout sounded near tears as he tried to explain.

We came to stop at the edge of the town square and watched the dragon stalked around, rubbing his head against the ground. Astrid, Fishlegs, and the twins were there too.

"I've hung around the two of you long enough to know Hookfang doesn't hate you, Snotlout." I tried to comfort him as much as I could, but I had no idea what was going on.

"They do say a pet starts to take on the characteristics of its owner." Fishlegs looked pointedly at Snotlout. "I think that's what's happening here."

"Hey!" Snotlout glared at Fishlegs and roughly elbowed him in the stomach then turned back to watch Hookfang with a worried expression.

Fishlegs doubled over in pain with his arms around his probably bruised stomach. "I rest my case."

I slipped my hand into Snotlout's and he squeezed my hand tightly, watching Hiccup slowly approach his dragon.

"When was the last time he ate?" Hiccup glanced at Snotlout as he edged closer.

"Not for days."

Hiccup grabbed a nearby fish out of a barrel and held it out to Hookfang. "Are you hungry boy?"

Hookfang walked closer to Hiccup and sniffed the fish. He caught it when Hiccup tossed it to him, but then spit it out. Hiccup ducked down and it landed in Stoick's beard.

"Gah, sorry dad."

"We've got to bring this dragon under control."

"Don't worry I can do this!" Hiccup approached Hookfang again and placed his hand on Hookfang's snout. The dragon growled menacingly a bit then quieted down. "There you go, it's going to be okay." Hiccup patted Hookfang's head and the dragon jerked away, blowing fire. He roared in anger.

"Hiccup run!" Astrid yelled.

"Way ahead of you!" Hiccup ran back to the safety of the group

Toothless lunged forward and landed between his rider and the now enflamed dragon. The two of them fought, biting and scratching at each other. Hookfang set a nearby house on fire.

"Toothless stop!" Hiccup ran over and got his dragon to back down, knowing they would destroy the village if the fight continued.

"I've seen enough Hiccup. I'm sorry. We tried it your way." Stoick placed his hand on Hiccup's shoulder they ran off toward the blacksmith forge.

Hiccup walked over to us with his head down. Toothless was trying to hold Hookfang off and I sent Strike out to him.

Snotlout took a step toward him eagerly. "Well?"

Hiccup looked past Snotlout into my eyes. My own eyes widened. "No." My hand went over my mouth in alarm.

"What?" Snotlout looked between Hiccup's downcast face and my horrified expression. Not even the twins were that thick and he figured out what was going on. "No! They can't kill my dragon!"

The rest of the group gathered round and I looked into each of their faces. "We have to think of way to help Hookfang before Stoick and Gobber get here."

We all stood around in a semicircle, but no one said anything.

"C'mon guys! Hurry up! Think! What haven't we tried?" Hiccup watched the furious dragon.

Snotlout turned around and stepped away and everyone's eyes went to him.

"Snotlout, you have an idea?" Hiccup asked eagerly.

Snotlout eyes were fearful as he pointed at something. "Gobber."

Everyone spun around to see Gobber. The Viking was armed to the teeth and looking pretty mean.

"Stand back. I came here to do what I do best." Gobber told us sternly.

"He's going to kill my dragon." Snotlout looked heartbroken.

"No! He's not." Hiccup reassured him.

"Uh, yeah he is." Tuffnut argued.

"You don't use that stuff to butter toast." Ruffnut agreed.

"Well, I mean we would, but you don't."

"You two are not helping the situation!" I screamed at them, my hands curled into claws in front of me.

"Dad! You can't be serious? Hookfang is Snotlout's dragon!" Hiccup yelled in disbelief and ran over to his father.

"I'm sorry Hiccup, but sometimes you to fall back on the old ways." Gobber's voice was hard and very un-Gobber like.

"But he's a good dragon." Hiccup argued.

"He's a good dragon." Snotlout was almost in tears, his voice distraught.

I stepped forward defiantly. It takes a lot to make Snotlout cry and I was getting angry that someone was making him so upset. "Hookfang has saved Snotlout's life multiple times. He was there at the battle with the Queen Dragon. We can't just kill him when things get a little rough!"

"There's probably just something wrong with him." Hiccup pleaded with them.

"There's defiantly something wrong with him." Snotlout cried to them, echoing Hiccup.

"We have to try to help him. We can't just get rid of him, because he's having a bad day."

"A bad day for a dragon can be a disaster for us. That's not a risk I'm willing to take. Gobber." Stoick ended the discussion.

The rest of the teenagers parted when Gobber came through, but I stood in his way. My arms were crossed over my chest and my expression was angry and stubborn.

Gobber glared down at me. "Svala. Move."

"No- Hey!" Stoick grabbed me and held me tightly in his tree trunk arms.

I thrashed around and kicked out, but he wouldn't release me. Gobber threw a bolas at Hookfang and tied his wings together than another at his legs and tied those together. Gobber drew a long sword and I finally stopped fighting.

Hiccup ran over and grabbed Gobber's arm. "I can't let you do this."

"There's no choice. It has to be done."

Hookfang lite himself on fire and burned the roped off, quickly charging up to them. The Monstrous Nightmare roared fiercely at them.

"Do you see that?" Gobber's eyes widened a bit.

"I do." Hiccup released Gobber's arm and the large man returned his blade to its sheath.

"Time to put this beast out of its misery." Gobber rolled him shoulders and went up to Hookfang.

I watched in confusion, Stoick finally putting me down. What was going on?

Astrid ran up. "Hiccup, what are you doing?!"

Hiccup held up at hand to silence her and watched as Gobber attacked the dragon. Gobber lunged forward and grabbed the dragon's head. Hookfang trashed around wildly and threw him off. Gobber grunted and stood back up, but didn't go after him again.

"You didn't kill him!" Snotlout yelled in relief.

"For a toothache?" Gobber held up a rotten dragon's tooth. "What kind of lunatic are you?"

Hookfang calmed down and seemed much happier. He flew over to Snotlout and gently pushed him over. Snotlout laughed as Hookfang nosed him and then scooped Snotlout up with him on his head.

"Stop. Stop it." Snotlout whispered quickly when he noticed everyone watching. "I don't know where that came from. Can you train that out of him… or…?"

Everyone rolled their eyes and walked away. I couldn't hold in my excitement and ran over to Snotlout. I lunged into him arms, wrapping my arms around his neck. Snotlout laughed and wrapped his arms around my waist as he spun me around. He placed me back on my feet and I backed up a couple steps. "I'm good Hookfang's okay."

He smiled down at me. "Me too."

I looked over when Hookfang nudged me then laughed and hugged his enormous head. "Hey, Hookfang."

He had finally found a job for Gobber. A dragon dentist. Not quite as glamorous as making weapons, but Gobber seemed to enjoy it. He even gave Toothless and Strike a free cleaning.

All's well that ends well.


	3. Animal House

**Animal House**

It was the beginning of winter and the ground was cloaked in snow. The village was better off, but the rest of the island was buried. Hiccup and Astrid were off somewhere on the island. I wasn't sure where exactly; I just saw them fly off on their dragons this morning. The twins, Snotlout, and I were having a snowball fight out in the fields. Well, actually, it was more like an all-out war. It was boys vs. girls. Snotlout and mines' competiveness plus the twins' natural inclination to be violent caused things to escalate pretty quickly.

"Ow!" Tuffnut nailed me in the side of head with an icy snowball.

He laughed at me, but stopped when he saw Strike come up beside me.

I growled at Tuffnut. "Ready, Strike?" The Skrill turned sideways and held up his tail.

His eyes widened a bit. "Uh, oh."

I smirked at him and held up a large snowball the size of my head then threw it up in the air. Strike batted it with his tail and sent it flying at Tuffnut. It flew at him faster than his brain could process and hit him square in the face, knocking him flat on his ass.

Ruffnut and I laughed and high-fived when Ruffnut suddenly went flying back from a snowball to the stomach. I spin around to face the assailant. Snotlout. The boy was grinning victoriously. "Give up now babe."

I laughed, smirking at him. "Why? Afraid your girlfriend is going to kick your ass?"

Snotlout cupped his hand over his ear. "I'm sorry, I couldn't hear you over the sound of how awesome I am." He flexed his arms down so his fists touched.

I narrowed my eyes and launched a snowball at him while he was gloating. It was about to hit him when Hookfang blew a small stream of fire at the snow and melted it. "Hey! No fair!" I yelled indignantly.

Snotlout patted his dragon's head. "All's fair in love and war and, baby, we're at war."

"Svala!" "Snotlout!" Ruffnut and Tuffnut yelled to their respective partners.

We looked over and saw that the twins had each built a snowball fort. They were only one sided, but tall enough and long enough that our dragons could duck down behind them. We glanced back at each other and smirked when our gazed locked. Game on.

We dove behind the forts and the battle began. Snowballs were launched back and forth, larger ones sent flying by the tails of our dragons. If you tried to leave the fort you were pelted by ten to fifteen from the other team before you could get back behind it. Ruffnut and I had just turned to tide in our favor after Ruffnut had Barf and Belch melt half of the boys' fort when Astrid, Hiccup, and Fishlegs flew up on their dragons.

"Guys, you are never going to believe what happened! C'mon!" Astrid yelled down at us excitedly then the three of them flew off, not seeming to notice our little confrontation.

Ruffnut and I looked at each then carefully edge out from behind our fort. Snotlout and Tuffnut were doing the same. The four of us stared warily at each other for a moment then climbed onto our dragons, but before we could go Tuffnut and Ruffnut's mother yelled for them to come in for lunch.

"Aw, c'mon!" "Mom!" Ruffnut and Tuffnut groaned.

"NOW!"

We all cringed when she raised her voice and the twins went scrambling home on their dragon. "We'll meet up with you guys later!" Ruffnut yelled back at us.

"Bring me a sandwich!" I yelled at them, though I wasn't sure if they heard or not.

Snotlout and I took off after the others who had stopped to wait for us up ahead. I look down at the snowball in my hand then at Astrid, who was flying in front of me. A sly grin crossed my face and I aimed the ball of frozen water. "Ah!" I screamed when snow exploded on the back of my head. I dropped snowball in my hand, letting it fall harmlessly to the ground. I turned around in my saddle and glared at my laughing boyfriend.

Hookfang sped up to fly beside me. "Looks like I win."

"This time, but next time you're going down."

We landed on a small piece of land, disconnected from the rest of the island, but only by a hundred feet or so. The dragons dropped us off on the top of an old stone tower with a catapult on it that we used to use to fight the dragons. Most of the dragons had enough room to sit behind us, but Hookfang could only fit his head and neck in.

We all sat down on benches in a circular area under the catapult. I leaned forward with my arms on my legs. "Okay so what happened?"

Hiccup and Astrid looked at each other excitedly. "Well, Astrid and I were dragon sledding when an avalanche started. Toothless' tail was frozen shut and I couldn't get it open before we fell into a chasm. Astrid had been trying to grab me and she fell in too and then the dragons used their wings to block the snow."

We were all awed. Fishlegs was especially enthusiastic. "I've never heard of anything like that! Not even in the book of dragons!"

"I know! It was incredible! It's as if their protective instincts just kicked in!" Astrid was bouncing in her seat from excitement.

"Who'd believe it? The dragon's we've fought for years came to our rescue." Hiccup looked behind them at Toothless and Stormfly.

"Yeah, if it weren't for them we would've frozen to death."

"You know what? You could've used your own bodies to keep each other warm." Way to make things awkward Fishlegs.

Hiccup and Astrid's eyes widened and they quickly scooted away from each other. They denied the likelihood of that ever happening and pretty poorly.

"Hey, Astrid. If you're still cold…"Snotlout held his arms out and made a stupid kissy face.

Astrid narrowed her eyes and elbowed the post next to her. It shook the catapult and caused a mound of snow to bury Snotlout.

We heard a muffled "Hey!" from within.

Astrid looked at me and gestured to the snow, or rather, the boy under the snow. "_Why_?"

I shrugged. "I love him. Don't ask me why, I just do."

I looked over when I heard Snotlout's muffled voice. "Hey, babe. Could you give me a hand?"

"Which 'babe' are you talking too, Snotlout?" My voice was teasing, but with a slightly irritated undertone.

"C'mon, Svala! You know I was just kidding!" Snotlout pleaded from beneath the snow.

"You're a big boy, you can get yourself out." I smirked, pretending to inspect my nails.

"Hey, Hiccup!" We looked over the side of the tower at the bridge. Ruffnut and Tuffnut were standing there. "Your father's looking for you."

"He looked angry." Ruffnut smirked and put her hands on her hips.

Hiccup got up and walked over to the edge with Toothless, very unenthusiastic. "He's looked angry since the day I was born, but I'm sure there's no connection. Svala, you better come too."

"Okay." I got up and walked over to wear he was. I paused, remembering my buried boyfriend and turned back to the mound of snow. I met Hookfang's eye and jerked my head toward the snow. He got the message and started melting it.

After Toothless took off, Strike took his place and I mounted him.

"Hey, Svala! Here's your sandwich!" Ruffnut launched a mutton sandwich at me.

I caught it and took a bite. "Thanks Ruffnut!"

Strike flew off after Toothless while I ate my lunch. We landed outside the house and walked inside to see Gobber watching Stoick pace anxiously.

"Geez, where's the fire?" I got their attention, standing over between Hiccup and Stoick.

Stoick paused to glance at us then continued pacing. "Not fire. Snow. There's a big storm coming. We could be locked in. We might not be able to hunt or fish for months."

"But it's way too early for a storm. We're in the middle of winter. Devastating winter isn't due for another month." Hiccup argued.

"Not according to Gothi ."

Hiccup approached his father. "What am I supposed to do? I can't control the weather!"

I crossed my arms. "Yeah, we're dragon trainers, not weather wizards."

"Precisely. If the dragons don't stop scaring the animals we won't have any previsions to live on."

Bucket and Mulch came through the door before he could go on. Stoick walked over greet them. "Any milk?" He grabbed the bucket and looked into then dumped it over. Nothing came out.

"Not a drop. And this is after yanking on that poor yak for three hours." Mulch complained.

Everyone turned their gaze to Hiccup. He back up and put his hand on Toothless. "But it's not like the dragons are trying to be scary. I mean, they don't even eat farm animals! They eat fish!"

"True but they're huge, they breath fire, and now that we've made peace with them they're everywhere. The animals are terrified of them." Gobber explained to us, gesturing wildly.

"This is where you jump in and say I'll fix this." Stoick looked at his son.

"Okay, but how long do we have before the storm hits."

I looked between everyone. "It'd be nice to have a general time frame."

"About a week." Mulch piped up.

"No problem. That's more than enough time!" Hiccup yelled in relief.

Bucket suddenly grabbed onto his bucket and groaned in pain.

"Correction. Three days, six hours."

Wow, that bucket was accurate.

"Uh, okay. Less time. Might be more of a problem."

"The survival of the village depends on you succeeding." Stoick presses him. Yeah, no pressure.

Hiccup pales a bit but I walked over and threw my arm around his shoulders, grinning confidently. "Don't worry, Stoick. We got this."

Stoick didn't look completely convinced, but dropped it. "Alright, you better."

With that, Stoick left with the others. I waited until the door closed then the grin dropped from my face and I sighed. "We got our hands full this time."

"I know, but with the others helping we should be able to get this done in time."

**~ THE ACADEMY ~**

"C'mon big boy. You can do it." Hiccup pulled the yak closer to the dragons with Astrid pushing from behind.

The rest of us were watching with our arms crossed, apprehensive of the idea. We had caught two dragons that had been especially causing trouble with the animals, a Monstrous Nightmare and Deadly Nadder. Both were pastel shades of the rainbow.

The yak braced all four legs when they got near the dragons, but Hiccup continued to try and pull him. "Ah, c'mon. You'll really like them if you get to know them."

"The dragons look scary, but they're just big scaly reptiles." Astrid tried to coax the yak, but it wanted nothing to do with the dragons.

"Just like Snotlout." Tuffnut grinned and pointed over to the larger boy.

Snotlout glared at Tuffnut and quickly snatched him up by the front of his shirt. Tuffnut looked at him with a scared expression and Snotlout paused with his fist held back, looking him up and down. "You're the guy right?"

"…No" Tuffnut spoke with a high-pitched 'girl' voice.

I snickered from beside Snotlout. "That's Tuffnut."

"Why would you say that- Ow!"

Snotlout punched Tuffnut in the face and dropped him to the ground. The other boy laid on the ground in a daze. He smirked and pulled me closer to his side with his arm around my waist. I looked back to Hiccup and Astrid as the dragons snapped at each other. It spooked the yak, which made a scared moo sound and bolted to the other side of the arena.

"Okay, what if we looked at this from an animal's perspective." Fishlegs got onto his hands and knees and crawled around on the ground. "Oh, hello Mr. Dragon. I'm just a little sheep here, walking, doing sheep things. Baa! Baa! You know he really doesn't seem so big."

The Monstrous Nightmare watched Fishlegs curiously for a minute then roared in his face.

"Ah!" Fishlegs screamed and ran over to hide under Meatlug. "Sorry, but I'm siding with the sheep on this one." Fishlegs squeaked out.

"Look, I've learned that once you have a positive experience something you're afraid of it isn't so scary anymore. Okay, there you go boys." Hiccup herded a family of sheep over to the dragons. "Over here. And that's what we've got to do with these sheep. We've got to prove to them that they have nothing to fear."

The Monstrous Nightmare sniffed the sheep then blew fire on them just as Hiccup said "fear". Astrid quickly caught the flaming lamb and Hiccup put it out.

"Oh! At this rate we'll never get any milk or eggs!"

I stood casually with my arms crossed. "We could always eat Fishlegs. He'd last all winter."

"WHAT?!"

Hiccup held up his hand. "Calm down, Fishlegs. Nobody's eating anybody." He assured Fishlegs, who looked like he was about to burst into tears, and sent me a look.

I shrugged nonchalantly in response and walked over to the dragons. "Well, if cannibalism is out of the question then we need to get to work." I placed my hand on the neck of the Monstrous Nightmare. "Since we can't seem to get the animals to come to the dragons how about we get the dragons to come to the animals?"

Astrid smiled. "That's actually a good idea. It'd be much easier than trying to drag that yak." She walked over and helped me take the dragons over to the animals.

The animals huddled together in terror as the serpents strode over, growling menacingly. Hiccup tried to comfort the animals and keep them from running away. After a couple minutes the animals began to stop shaking and their muscles relaxed.

Until, the Monstrous Nightmare sneezed. Fire spewed out of its mouth and splattered against the back wall. A few small flames fell onto the animals and the sheep suddenly went up in flames.

All hell broke loose as animals bolted around the arena and the dragons roared which only spooked them even more. I jumped out of the way of a charging yak and Astrid stopped it before it got any further. The other yak nearly ran Hiccup over, but he merely side stepped.

"Another way for the animals to overcome their fear is to show them that dragons are afraid of things to."

No one looked impressed.

"Remember Magnus the Merciless? He was a pretty scary guy. I was afraid of him until I learned that _he _was afraid of the dark." Astrid explained.

"So during the day _merciless_…" Tuffnut started.

"And during the night… Tuffnut." Ruffnut finished.

Tuffnut roughly jabbed her in the side. "Ow!"

"Hey, that's a real problem." Tuffnut mumbled.

"I'm just saying knowing he was afraid of something made him less scary to me."

Hiccup rummaged around in the basket behind Astrid until he found a pair of eels.

"Yes. So let's show the yaks that the dragons are afraid of things too."

He walked through the yaks who barely glanced at the eels clutched in his hands. Hiccup then held them up before the dragons who screeched and reeled back in fear. The yaks looked at each other and made yak sounds.

"I think it's working." Astrid said in a sing song voice.

"Hm." I made a small noise of surprise. It was actually working.

One of the eels suddenly slipped out of Hiccup's hand and slithered toward the Monstrous Nightmare. The dragon screamed and shied away, slamming one of the sheep with its tail in the process. The sheep went flying through the air and crashed into the opposing wall with a thud.

Never mind.

Hiccup groaned and put his head in his hands.

Astrid put her hand on his shoulder. "Don't worry."

"Worry?! I'm not worried! Do I look worried?" Hiccup had a slightly unstable expression on his face.

I looked over at the dragons at one end of the arena then at the animals cowering in the other end.

"We're going to die."

**~ 10 MINUTES LATER ~**

"Ha! Gotcha!"

I held on tightly to the sheep after having tackled it. Snotlout came over with the other two tucked under his arms. The twins were each restraining a yak. And Hiccup was scooping up the chickens.

"You know what I'm learning from this? Chickens are really, well, chicken." Hiccup set them down once Astrid had the dragons calmed down.

"What if we showed them how much they had in _common_ with the dragons?" Fishlegs said it like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

We all gave him funny looks.

"They both lay eggs right? A Terrible Terror laid one last week." Fishlegs reached into his satchel and pulled out a large green egg.

He set it on the ground and the hens rushed over excitedly. One settled on top of it and the other two sat down beside it.

"Alright! See? An eggs an egg. Right, ladies?" Hiccup grinned, glad a plan was finally working out.

Red glowing cracks suddenly spread over the egg and it suddenly exploded. The tree hens were shot off into three directions. The flaming pieces of egg spooked the yaks and they bolted.

"Until it explodes." Hiccup slumped his shoulders.

I snickered on the sidelines. This was going _great_.

"Everybody out! The storm is here!" Gobber and Mulch burst into arena, shouting frantically.

Just as he said that snow began to fall from the angry, gray sky. Gobber started to gather up the animals.

"W-Wait! We haven't made any progress with the animals!" Hiccup tried to stop him, but Gobber would not be deterred.

"Your father wants everyone in the Great Hall!"

"Take the others. I need to stay and keep working with the animals. They're still afraid."

"You can't get eggs from a frozen chicken! We've got to get the animals in the barn!"

I walked over to them, my eyes squinting against the snow and icy wind. "He's right Hiccup. We need to go now."

Hiccup hesitated for moment, but eventually nodded. "Alright, let's go."

Everyone helped to round up the animals and then herded them to the barn. The two dragons we caught were released so they could find shelter and our own dragons were called. Unfortunately, the barn was located far outside the village at the base of a cliff and by the time we got there it was buried in snow and sealed by ice.

Gobber shrugged. "So much for the barn."

"There's no other place to hold them!" Mulch cried.

"The Great Hall!" Hiccup pointed to the large building.

"So we're going to have the dragons and the animals under the same roof? We know that won't work." Mulch sighed in defeat.

"Well it's going to have to work!" I yelled through the ever increasing wind.

"We've got no choice. Let's go." Hiccup started back down toward the building where the rest of the village was already safe from the storm.

We surrounded the animals to keep them from wandering off and the dragon followed at a safe distance from us so as not to spook them. Lightning struck from out of nowhere and hit a tree full force. In turn, the tree fells and slammed to the ground in front of Stormfly. Stormfly squawked in alarm and accidentally wacked Hookfang in the head with her spiked tail. Hookfang roared and reared back, erupting into flames. He shot a ball of fire into the group of livestock. The frightened animals took off in all directions, fleeing from an enraged Hookfang.

I whipped around as a yak came bolting past me and headed straight for Snotlout. "Watch out!"

"Hey, I've got this under control!" He braced his body to stop the large animal.

Five hundred and fifty pounds of muscle and fur slammed into Snotlout and set him flying into the air. He landed on his stomach in the snow just as fifteen hundred more pounds ran him over. I flinched every time one of the three yaks ran over him.

"Okay, everything hurts." He groaned with his face in snow.

"Sorry, babe!" I called out to him and chased after a chicken.

I yelped as a sheep ran out in front of me and I tripped over it, face planting into the snow. I hauled myself to my feet, spitting out snow in the process. Damn it, brain freeze.

Hiccup took off into the storm on Toothless just as I got my bearings. I had no idea what was going on so I just followed his lead and jumped on Strike. We took off at the same time as Astrid and flew side by side. Gobber was yelling something as the others followed behind us.

"What's going on?!" I yelled over the howling wind.

"We're going after the animals!" Astrid screamed back though I barely heard it.

I nodded, but didn't bother trying to answer her. I tried to keep my eyes open as much as possible, but the freezing wind and ice stung horribly so I could only manage to squint. Toothless shot plasma blasts into the open air to light our way which helped a small bit.

The gale carried Hiccup's voice to us. "You find as many as you can! We'll herd them back to the Great Hall!"

"Can we swing by my house?! I'd like to get my heavy coat." Fishlegs shivered.

I turned around to look at him. "No!"

The twins could be heard fighting in the back, but I didn't care enough to actually listen to what they were saying. I heard Hiccup yell something and turned my attention back to him. The animals were down below us. How the hell did they move so fast? The yaks I could kind of believe, but chickens? Seriously?

"C'mon!" Hiccup yelled as Toothless dove toward the yak.

Strike followed close behind, closing his wings around us. The rest of the group split off to go after the chickens and sheep. Strike's wings snapped open when we were just above the yaks.

"Yaks stop!" They kept running. "Whoa!" They still kept running. "Halt!" Still running.

"I SAID STOP!" I screeched at them. Strike shot a lightning bolt into their path. The yaks stopped…

"Yes!" I cheered.

…then turned and ran in a different direction.

"I hate these stupid animals!" I screamed into the wind and took off after them.

I narrowed my eyes to see through the white foreground, but it was no use. The snow was too thick to see through. Or maybe not. A dark shadow suddenly appeared in front of me.

"What is that?" I wondered, straining to see through the snow.

Snotlout and Hookfang appeared in front of me, Snotlout screaming. My eyes widened and I screamed as our dragons crashed together and the four of us went plummeting to the ground. I landed in soft snow and sunk down a few feet. Upon crawling out, I saw Strike shaking himself off nearby but Snotlout and Hookfang were nowhere to be seen.

Strike walked over to me. I wrapped my arms around my shaking body and looked around. I saw some forms off to my left and headed toward them. Hiccup, Toothless, and his father were standing there.

He waited for me to get to them before talking. "You kids shouldn't be out here."

Hiccup hung his head in shame. "Dad… I'm sorry I let you down."

"It's not your fault, son. It's not any of your faults. I'm taking all of you back."

Gobber came up to us. "Which way?!"

I looked around. That was an excellent question.

"Follow our tracks!" He stated confidently, but when we all looked there were no tracks to be found. They had been covered by the snow.

"So much for that idea!" Gobber stated as the rest of the group gathered with us.

I turned back to him and held my arm up to block the wind from my face. "Do you have a Plan B?"

"Sir, what do we do now?" Fishlegs squeaked out, fear evident in his voice.

I looked over at Fishlegs then back up at Stoick. My arms immediately wrapped protectively around my body as it began to shake violently. The cold finally started to set in. In all of us. Hiccup, Astrid, Snotlout, and the twins were all shivering just as bad as me.

"Everyone. Come together." Stoick commanded us.

Unable to talk through our chattering teeth, we silently did as he said and huddled together. Stoick and Gobber wrapped their arms around us to protect us from the deadly cold as best they could. Snotlout wrapped his arms around me and I did the same, burying my head into his chest. I could barely feel him nuzzle his head into the crook of my neck.

After a bit, I felt the rest of the group pull away. I lifted my head to see what was going on. The dragons were circling around us. We watched at they stood up on their hind legs and spread their wings, creating a sort of dome around us.

"What are they doing?" Stoick voiced everyone's thoughts.

"They're protecting us." Hiccup stated in amazement.

"It they're natural instinct." Astrid whispered.

We looked around at our dragons in awe. This was truly amazing.

Hookfang opened his mouth and blew a small stream of fire. The rest of the dragons followed suit.

I sighed in contentment as the gust of warmth hit me. I looked up at Snotlout, who was smiling down at me, and smiled back. Toothless suddenly bounded away. Turning my attention to him, I saw Toothless nudging the young sheep toward us. He quickly ran back over when it started toward us. It looked up at the large dragons as it passed into the circle then turned back to its parents and called to them. They followed cautiously, but then relaxed when they realized the dragons weren't going to hurt them. The other animals saw this and migrated into the circle. I smiled when little sheep curled up by Toothless.

"Your dragons are really something, son." Stoick spoke softly.

"Yeah. They are." He agreed.

At some point during the night I fell asleep, because the next thing I knew it was morning and the snow had stop. I tried to get up, but didn't get too far because Snotlout's arms were wrapped around my waist. I turned over to wake him up and screamed at the top of my lungs. Tuffnut's eyes snapped open and he yelled just as loud as I did. His arms unwound from my waist and I immediately jumped to my feet.

"Why were you cuddling me?!" I screamed at him, utterly horrified.

"I wasn't cuddling you I swear!" Tuffnut held up his hands, his face beat red.

"Then why were your arms around my waist?!" I snarled, the shock quickly being replaced with anger.

"Your arms were _where_!" Snotlout roared. He stomped over to us, looking completely enraged.

"W-Wait! Snotlout! No! I swear! I didn't mean to!" Tuffnut kicked his feet, scrambling backwards.

Snotlout quickly snatched Tuffnut up by the front of his shirt. His fists were clenched so tightly his knuckles were turning white. Tuffnut kept trying to plead with my boyfriend, but it fell on deaf ears. He finally shut up when Snotlout's fist smashed into his face and he went flying backwards. Snotlout landed a few more punches on him before he was satisfied then backed off and came to my side, hugging me tightly.

I rest my head on his shoulder and smiled. "You didn't have to do that you know. I could have done it myself."

"I know. I just couldn't help myself. You can still take a shot if you want?" I couldn't see Snotlout, but I knew he was grinning.

My eyes landed on Tuffnut, who was slowly standing up. A nasty bruise was already forming on his right eye. I smirked.

"Nah. I think he's had enough."

We both pulled back a bit then met in passionate kiss. My arms slithered up around his neck, my fingers twisting into his brunette hair. His hands lowered to grip my hips, pulling me against him. Just as things started to really heat up someone coughed loudly. We broke apart and looked over to see everyone giving us disgusted looks.

Opps. I forgot about them.

Astrid crossed her arms over his chest. "Only you two could find violence romantic."

I grinned cheekily. "Yep."

The others rolled their eyes and we got to work herding the animals to the Great Hall now that we could actually see where the hell we were. I grabbed a sheep and lifted it into my shoulders, beginning the long trudge through the snow. We were back within the hour and two villagers opened the doors for us. The villagers cheered excitedly. I deposited the sheep with the others.

"Hey, everyone!" Astrid caught their attention.

"The chickens are laying eggs again!" Hiccup yelled out, holding up an egg with a hen in his other arm.

How the hell is that fair?! He gets to carry a three pound chicken and I have to carry a hundred and fifty pound sheep!

I crossed my arms with an irritated look and turned to look at everyone. The dragons and animals were mingling together as though they had never been enemies. I couldn't help the smile that crossed my face when I saw the family of sheep tucked under Stormfly's wing and Strike fast sleep among the yaks.

Just when we thought we knew all about the dragons they surprised us with something like this.


	4. In Dragons We Trust

**OMG! I can't believe I haven't updated in 5 months! I apologize sincerely to everyone and I hope it never happens again. 'The Terrible Twos' was supposed to be the next chapter but I ran face first into a brick wall with that. Eventually I just said screw it and decided to skip that episode. Hopefully I will get it done at some point but that doesn't appear to be in the near future.**

**I tried to add some more romance to the story since that was my original intention for it. I always feel awkward writing the scenes, like they're randomly placed ****s****o please tell me what you think.**

* * *

><p><strong>In Dragons We Trust<strong>

I looked over Strike at Hiccup as we finished strapping on the dragons' saddles. "So, what's the plan for today?"

He glanced over at me before climbing onto Toothless. "I was thinking we should do some trust exercises."

I raised an eyebrow at him as I mounted Strike. "What? Like the trust falling thing?"

The two dragons took to the sky and Hiccup waited until we had straightened out to speak. "Yeah, exactly."

I mulled it over in my head, imagining all ways it could go wrong, then grinned and nodded enthusiastically. "Sounds fun!"

We met up with the others then went out to the ocean so if any of the dragons missed the catch we wouldn't end up with a dragon-rider pancake.

Hiccup looked around at everyone as we hovered in the circle. "Okay everyone. Today we're going to do trust falls. You're going to jump off of your dragon and trust that he will catch you before you hit the water."

He saw reluctance in some of the faces. (*cough* Fishlegs *cough*) and volunteered to go first to show everyone what he meant. The next second Hiccup was freefalling through the air on his back, all four limbs spread out. As he neared the ocean, Hiccup flipped over so he was facing the ground and we all watch with anticipation. Toothless suddenly swept past Hiccup before pulling up vertical to the ground and the boy landed safely in the saddle. (Uh, shouldn't that have hurt?) He flew back up and we circled around him. Hiccup immediately looked at Fishlegs. "It's your turn. Jump."

Fishlegs looked at Hiccup like he'd just told him to cut his own arm off. "I don't want to jump! I-"

"You have to believe she's going to catch you. It's a trust exercise." Hiccup smiled reassuringly at him.

Fishlegs was not convinced. "I like to do my trusting on the ground. Thank you very much." The large boy scowled and turned his head away.

"Like this, _Chickenlegs_." Snotlout taunted him then threw up his arms and yelled, "Woo-hoo!"

Snotlout allowed himself to slip off the side of the Hookfang and begin plummeting toward the ground. It only took everyone a few seconds to realize the Monstrous Nightmare had no idea his rider was gone.

I heard the twins whisper something behind me as Astrid veered Stormfly closer to the big dragon. "Hookfang, get him!"

Hookfang looked over at Toothless in confusion, who roared something to him, then to his other side at me. I pointed below us. "Down there, you brainless reptile!"

Hookfang's head snapped down and he finally realized his rider was no longer on him.

Snotlout spun uncontrollably toward the ground. "Not feeling the trust!"

The big dragon screeched in alarm and dove toward his rider as fast as he could. Hookfang was able to catch Snotlout on his head, but didn't have enough time to slow down and crashed right through the roof of a house. Mildew's house.

I leaned down over Strike, my lightening blue eyes watching the black hole in the roof intently. "This should be good."

Seconds later, Hookfang came bolting out of the house like a bat out of hell with Snotlout screaming at the top of his lungs. The two flew back over to us and we all got the hell out of there as fast as we could.

"Ooh, something tells me tells me we're going to hear about this." Hiccup said with dread.

I sighed. "Yeah 'we' as in you and me."

We decided to call it a day after Snotlout nearly died and then destroyed a house. The group spent the next few hours hanging out in the forest talking and sparing then we all split up and headed home. I flew next to Hiccup at an easy pace seeing as we weren't all too eager to get home. "So do you think your dad knows about the house incident yet?"

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Knowing Mildew, he's probably been hearing about it for the past three hours."

I nodded in agreement. "And now we get to hear about it."

We were eventually forced to land but managed to drag out unsaddling the dragons for as long as we could. By the time we walked through the front door it was nearly dark out. Stoick didn't turn around when we came in, which was obviously a bad sign. We took our seats at the dining table and waited in tense silence for something to happen. Stoick finally turned around and came over to us only to slam a broken piece of wood down on the table.

"Shingle again? Didn't we have roofing material for dinner last night?" Hiccup joked, trying to lighten to mood.

His father was not amused. Stoick glared down at us intensely.

Hiccup held up his hands appeasingly. "It was an accident. Dad, I'm sure Mildew is making it sound worse than it is."

I crossed my arms over my chest and leaned back in the chair. "Everybody knows Mildew likes to exaggerate."

"A dragon and a huge obnoxious boy crashed through his roof. Twice!"

"Well, sure it sounds bad if you're going to stick to the facts." Oh, things were not going well for us.

"Of all the houses on the island, a dragon had to crash through Mildew's. You know he hates dragons more than anyone else."

I snorted. "No shit, he tried to get our dragons sent away."

"Yeah, you might want to talk to him about his attitude." Hiccup suggested, shifting his gaze from the table to his father and then back.

"Listen to me both of you. I gave you two the responsibility of training those dragons. Everyone knows that. All eyes are on you. _Especially_ you Hiccup, as the leader and the son of the chief. Whatever those beasts do reflects on you and wherever you do reflects on me!" He yelled, pointing to himself.

"I'm sorry, Dad. Your right." Hiccup sighed in defeat and rose from his chair.

I am really happy to be adopted right now.

"You and your friends are going to go back to Mildew's and fix that roof… without your dragons."

My jaw dropped open and I jumped to my feet. "What?! But-"

A sharp look from Stoick quickly shut me up.

"Got a break there, bud." Hiccup said to Toothless as the Night Fury nuzzled his large head under Hiccup's arm.

I glared at Strike. "Great, you get to sleep in and I get to spend the day with that cranky, old geezer." The Skrill laughed in that high-pitched noise as he headed upstairs to my room. I was wacked with his tail as he turned around and fell on my ass. "Hey!"

"Eh! Not so fast! Aren't you forgetting something?" Stoick bent over and then came back up holding his boots. "It's boot night. They need to be aired out."

He handed them to Hiccup, who made a sound of disgust, and held them out at arm's length. I reeled back, knowing exactly how rank those boots could be. I made the mistake of smelling them when I was younger and was knocked out cold for five hours. Toothless sniffed them and then quickly turned his head away.

Hiccup looked at me. "Svala-"

"Not it!" I yelled before scrabbling to my feet and bolting to my room.

I woke up the next morning to a loud commotion outside. When I looked out the widow, villagers were crowding around the house.

I'm _sure_ it could only be _good_ news. (Note extreme sarcasm)

I got dressed as quickly as I could, pulling my hair into two braids as I went downstairs and out the front door. Hiccup and the other teens were already outside, along with a majority of the village… and the adults were all barefoot.

I walked over to Snotlout as Fishlegs finished saying something that was probably about dragons. "What's going on?"

He leaned over to me and pointed to some tracks Fishlegs was standing over. "Everybody's boots are gone. The only clue we can find is dragon footprints."

Hiccup shrugged. "So a dragon walked through here. A Zippleback, according to my friend, Fishlegs. But that doesn't mean he took everyone's boots."

I put my hands on my hips. "Really, guys. Dragons come through here all the time. It's not exactly an uncommon thing nowadays."

"Well, there's just one way to find out. Follow the footprints." Mildew smirked, gesturing in the direction they led.

There was a murmur of agreement from the crowd as everyone began following the tracks. They led straight to the Dragon Academy. Oh, crap.

There was Hideous Zippleback asleep inside… right next to a pile of boots.

Stoick turned to Hiccup and I with his arms crossed over his chest in a very displeased manner.

I shrugged nonchalantly. "Those could be his boots." I looked up at Stoick only to receive the full force of his glare. "Or not." I muttered and walked away.

"So there's a bunch of boots. Piled around a Zippleback. That doesn't mean-" Stoick grabbed one of the torn up boots and shoved it in Hiccup's face, cutting him off.

Hiccup held strong for a moment then slumped his shoulders in defeat. "Yeah. Okay, fine. He took the boots."

"How are we supposed to do any work in this weather without our boots?!" One of the Vikings yelled out. It set off a chain reaction and soon everyone was in an uproar. Of course, Mildew had to come make the situation worse. I am _not_ fixing his roof.

"Not much longer for someone's doing something about this, Stoick. How much more can we stand?!" Mildew shook his fist at the chief.

At his words the villagers to become even more upset and they began to call for Stoick to take action.

"Listen to yourselves. '_My feet are cold_.' You're Vikings! Everything is cold! I'll fix your boots for ya. You'll be back to work in no time." Gobber chided them, pacifying the complainers.

"You all heard Gobber. You'll be getting your boots back good as new."

"That's it? No consequence for these dragons?" Mildew asked Stoick, outraged.

"They took our boots, Mildew. The world isn't coming to an end." Stoick tried to reason with the old man but you can't reason with crazy.

"Oh, don't be so sure. Dragons are wild beasts. There's no telling what they'll do behind our sleeping backs."

I unleased the nastiest glare I could muster on him, the memory of last winter when the dragons saved our lives still fresh on my mind. Mildew looked over at me, no doubt felling the hole burning through his skull, and glared back.

"They don't destroy things on purpose!" Hiccup yelled at him.

Mildew turned his attention to him then turned away. "Dah!"

"…But you do have a point, Mildew."

I looked at him in shock. Um… _what_?!

Mildew seemed to share in my surprise at Hiccup's words. "Eh?"

"They are wild animals and they need us to keep an eye on them and rest assured we will do just that." Hiccup raised his voice at the end so the villagers could hear then hissed at the Zippleback. "Would you get out of here?"

The dragon bolted from the arena.

Appeased, the villagers dissolved from the Academy, Stoick and Mildew included. Only the teenagers remained. I watched the adults leave before turning to Hiccup to see him looking between two of the Zippleback's footprints. I could tell by the expression on his face that the wheels in his mind were turning.

Walking over, I looked at each of the footprints then at Hiccup. "What is it?"

The only answer I received was him yelling "Emergency group meeting, c'mon!" before turning around and bolting out of the arena.

"Hiccup! Wait! What's going on?!" I didn't receive anything more and sighed in exasperation. I ran after him, yelling at the others to come along.

We followed him out to one of the old lookout towers where we generally hung out and held Academy meetings. It was great for secret meetings because its location made it impossible for someone to sneak up and listen in on our conversations.

Hiccup was waiting for us up on the tower. I slammed my hands down on the wooden table in the center of the platform. "Hiccup! What in Thor's name is going on?!"

"We're going on night patrol." He stared me in the eyes, his voice dead serious as he blurted out this completely random idea.

"Night patrol! I love it!" Tuffnut yelled excitedly. "…what is it?"

"It's where we patrol. At night. To keep an eye on the dragons. Make sure they don't get blamed for anything else." Hiccup explained to Tuffnut as simply as he could.

"Um… have you cleared this with our parents, because some of us might not be allowed out after a certain hour?" Fishlegs asked timidly.

"Not allowed? Or _afraid_?" Snotlout taunted him, grinning.

"Hey. Things happen after dark." Fishlegs whispered darkly.

I held up my hands beside my head in claws and wiggled my fingers, grinning dementedly. "_Ooh_, scary."

He glared at me.

"Guys. We have to do this. You heard Mildew. He wants the dragons banished." Hiccup explained, trying to get us to be more serious. Didn't really work.

"Permission to shot first and ask questions later." Ruffnut asked.

Tuffnut raised his hand. "Permission to skip the question."

I grinned and held up my hand. "Permission granted."

"Yeah!" They both yelled and high-fived me.

"We're just patrolling! Nobody is shooting anyone." Hiccup explained frantically, waving his hands.

Tuffnut raised his hand again. "I have a question. What's fun about that?"

"It's not supposed to be fun. It's a Hiccup idea." Astrid explained like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

"Exactly…what?"

Later that night, we gathered together at the village square for night patrol. Hiccup deemed us the Dragon United Monitoring Brigade. Yeah, that's right. DUMB. The twins could have come up with a better name than that. Even worse, we had to wear sashes with the acronym on it. Everyone knows I'm not a genius. It doesn't need to be advertised.

"Okay, guys we need to split up and watch for any suspicious activity. Astrid, you go door to door and tell the villagers that if they have any dragon related problems to contact us; Svala and I will search from the sky; and the rest of you walk around the village and keep your eyes open."

Everyone gave their affirmatives and we split up with our dragons. Hiccup and I took to the sky and then veered off to separate ends of the village. My eyes scanned the streets below for movement but all the Vikings were home at this hour and all the dragons were asleep. I saw movement to my left by Gobber's workshop. Strike saw it too and banked left to sweep over the area. Gobber was holding Snotlout up in the air by his sash.

I wonder what Snotlout did this time.

"Play nice you two!" I called down as Strike glided over them and continued on.

I heard a complaint from Gobber and what must have been a snide remark from Snotlout as it was promptly followed by a loud "Ow!"

I rolled my eyes. Boys will be boys.

After flying in circles for hours, I felt the lack of sleep begin to take its toll. I yawned, Strike copying me. It felt as if anchors had been tied to my eyelids as I struggled to keep then open. You know when you pull an all-nighter and at some point after the coffee stops working you try to read your textbook but your eyes can't focus on the words no matter how hard you stare at them because you're so exhausted? Yeah, that's what was happening as I tried to concentrate on the ground below as it flowed by under Strike's massive wings.

Giving the village one last sweep, I leaned over to look Strike in the eye. "Well, nothing's happened since we started patrol and the others are all still on watch. A little nap wouldn't hurt, right?"

The Skrill roared his approval and immediately veered toward the edge of town where the livestock grazed. We landed in the grass near a herd of sheep, the animals not bothered in the least by our presence. Strike and I laid down in the grass side by side with his wing tucked over me and quickly fell into a blissfully deep sleep.

"Svala, wake up!"

I jolted awake in surprise at the loud voice and then screamed when a pulse of electricity went through me.

"Ow! Son of a-"

"Hurry, get up!"

I tilted my head up to see Hiccup standing over me, a frantic expression on his face. When I turned around Strike was staring at me with an apologetic look on his face. My guess was that Hiccup had scared Strike too, which caused him to electrocute me. Well, at least it was on accident this time.

"Jeez, don't get your panties in a twist. I was just taking a nap."

He waved his hands in front of him. "This isn't about that… though we will discuss it later. Something's happened at the Great Hall."

When we got to said Great Hall and went inside I could only think of one word to say. "Whoa."

The entire place had quite literally been ripped apart. The giant wooden columns had long, angry scars carved into them. Many of the ancient paintings and tapestries had been shredded beyond recognition.

Everyone gazed around in disbelieve. The Great Hall was where the village gathered to plan attacks, eat, stay safe during bad weather, and celebrate. It was like a second home to each and every one of us. The thought of someone desecrating the Great Hall was unthinkable.

"Who could've done such a thing?" Stoick was the one to finally voice the question running through everyone's minds.

"Oh it looks like a dragon to me." Fishlegs stated, inspecting some gashes that sliced through the intricate detailing of one of the pillars.

"We don't know for sure, _Fishlegs_." Hiccup tried to get the boy to shut up.

For someone who's supposed to be super smart he really can't take a hint. "Sure we do. Look at these claw marks. It was obviously a Monstrous Nightmare. The spacing of the talons is dead on."

Dear, Thor. Someone please give him some food so he'll shut his big trap.

Hiccup scrubbed his hand over his face. "Once again thank you, Fishlegs." Hiccup exclaimed in exasperation.

"But how could this happen? We had every dragon accounted for at all times. Right guys?" Astrid argued, turning to us.

Something clicked inside my mind. I swiveled my head around, looking at everyone in the room. Dread seeped into me as I turned to Snotlout, who was standing next to me. The words I spoke next came out hesitant and a few octaves higher than my usual voice. "Snotlout, where's Hookfang?"

All eyes were immediately on him.

"When you say at all times. And every dragon." Snotlout placed air quotes around each sentence, emphasizing each word. "What exactly do you mean?"

Hiccup stared blankly at the larger boy for few seconds before slapping his forehead. "Okay, what happened, Snotlout?" Hiccup asked in exasperation.

Man, we're going to send that boy to an early grave.

Normally I would have thrown in my two cents but considering I was sleeping while this was all going down I decided to listen to the little voice in my head saying _"Keep big your mouth shut you lazy moron."_

"Well, I was detaining a suspect who wasn't showing sufficient respect to the sash." Snotlout complained, glaring pointedly at Gobber.

"I think I showed sufficient respect to a sash that says DUMB."

I rolled my eyes and sighed, crossing my arms. "I thought I told you two to play nice."

Gobber gestured to Snotlout. "He's in once piece isn't he?"

Astrid shook her head. "We gotta change that name."

"Anyways, as I was questioning _said suspect_ Hookfang may have, and I'm not saying he did, but it is possible he wandered off for a few…"

Ruffnut popped up. "Seconds?"

Tuffnut pushed her over. "Minutes?"

Snotlout was silent for a bit. "Hours."

The twins groaned. "That's way longer than minutes."

We turned around at the sounds of the door of the Great Hall opening. Crap. It's Mildew.

"Oh, no! It true. The Great Hall. _So_ many memories. My three weddings. Their three funerals. Oh, the funerals." He gestured and wailed dramatically, sounding way too happy during that last sentence.

I stared at the old man is disgust, leaning away from him. There were _three_ women willing to marry _him_... and they all _died_? Am I the only one who thinks that's weird? I mean the dying part I get. If was married – No! I can't even finish that sentence! It's too horrific!

"A dragon must have gone on a rampage. I hate to say it Stoick, but you're going to have to-"

"I know," Stoick cut Gobber off impatiently. "What has to be done, Gobber."

"So do I!" Mildew shoved his way into our conversation circle.

Stoick put him hand on Hiccup's shoulder and leaned close to him. "Starting tonight and every night I want all the dragons put in the Academy under lock and key."

"What?! That's it!" Mildew yelled in outrage, obviously hoping for a more severe punishment. "Look what they did!"

"This doesn't make any sense! A dragon wouldn't just come in here and destroy the place. I mean none of the food was even touched!" Hiccup argued vehemently.

My eyes turned to the food on the banquet table. It was indeed all there. I leaned close to Snotlout. "That does seem odd. I've never seen Hookfang turn down food. He's got a bigger appetite than you do."

Snotlout's eyes widened a bit in realization. "Your right."

I smirked up at him. "Aren't I always?"

My attention was drawn back as the three adults walked away. We moved up to stand by Hiccup, watching silently.

I was the first to break the silence. "So, what do we do now?"

Hiccup kept his eyes on the door, refusing to look at anyone. "The chief has spoken. For now there's nothing we can do."

That night we did something we had all prayed we'd never have to do. We caged our dragons in the arena, unable to meet their eyes or each other's. I didn't need to look at Strike to know the look of confusion and hurt he wore.

The next day everyone was quick to get to the Academy as early as possible so we could uncage our dragons. Even the twins had no issue getting up at the crack of dawn. After some teary reunions, or in Fishlegs' case, outright bawling, we mounted up and headed for the open skies.

We flew quite literally all day, keeping far away from the village. But we could not avoid the inevitable and at sunset the seven us, or fourteen if you count the dragons, swept down into the village and landed in the Academy.

I jumped down from Strike's back and wrapped my arms around his thick neck. "I'm sorry, Strike. You know I'd never lock you up if I didn't have to."

When I pulled away he made a sad whining sound and pressed his massive head into my chest. My bottom lip quivered as he did this and I threw my arms around him once gain. "I don't wanna leave you here!"

For the record, I wasn't crying.

I pulled back a second time at the sound of an argument, both human and dragon.

"I don't think the dragon wrecked the Great Hall or stole the boots." Hiccup stated.

"None of us wants to believe it either, Hiccup. But you saw the proof." Astrid tried reasoning with him calmly.

"What proof?! You saw the footprints too! They were supposed to be made by a Zippleback but they were no deeper than mine!" Hiccup shouted, all fired up. "Look at these. I could lie down in them."

"Well there could be a lot of explanations why a dragon made shallow footprints." Fishlegs argued, being the smartass he is.

"Like _hello_ he was trying to be sneaky." Ruffnut declared like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

"Alright." Astrid said slowly, brushing her hair behind her ear. "Well, how do you explain the Great Hall?"

We all looked over when Barf and Balch roared, still fighting with Hookfang, who suddenly lit himself on fire.

"Snotlout, do something about him, please. We're trying to think over here." Hiccup asked in exasperation.

He was using that tone of voice a lot this week.

"Yeah, I gave up thinking. Never been happier." Tuffnut said as he stared into space with a weird smile on his face.

I never knew he started.

"Snotlout." Hiccup complained as Hookfang roared again, coming closer.

"I'm not the boss of him. He always does that when he gets angry." Snotlout shrugged.

Hiccup sighed. "Svala-"

"On it."

I walked over to the large dragon holding up my hands. "Easy, Hookfang. Calm down, boy." I was answered with a roar to the face as he tried to move around me. I growled and jumped in front of him causing the Monstrous Nightmare to stop short. "KNOCK IT OFF!" The flames immediately went out as Hookfang lowered his head to the ground, growling apologetically.

I smiled and placed my hand on his snout. "Better."

"I gotta tell my dad about this!" I turned around at Hiccup's shout only to have Toothless bolt by me and fly out of the arena. I blinked at the entry way a few timed before turning to Astrid. "What was that about?"

She shrugged. "Beats me." Astrid turned to Snotlout suddenly with an eyebrow raised. "So your dragon listens to your girlfriend but not you?"

"No!" Snotlout denied indignantly.

I smirked. "Yes."

He glared at me as I strolled over him, the smirk still plastered on my face. It grew into a mischievous grin as I neared until I was inches from him. My head tilted to side, my blue eyes blinking up at him though the look was far from innocent. "You're not mad at me are you?"

The glare melted in the blink of an eye to be replaced by a smirk that complemented my own perfectly. He head tilted down toward me as his arms wound around my waist. "You know I can't stay mad at you, babe."

I closed the distance between us, pressing my lips to his in a bruising kiss. Just as him arms began to tighten around me, I suddenly broke the kiss and pulled back out of his embrace, backing up toward Strike. "Yeah, I know. I just needed to remind you."

"Wait, that's it?!"

I swung up onto Strike's back and grinned at his dumbstruck expression. "For now."

With those last words, Strike spread his wings and propelled us through the narrow doorway and up into the sky. Everyone had been so distracted by that little show that no one realized I'd just flown out on my dragon, who was supposed to be locked up. If Hiccup didn't have Toothless caged than I sure as hell wasn't going to lock up Strike.

We flew toward the house, trying to see Hiccup and Toothless. When we landed neither dragon nor rider were there so we took to the skies and headed for the only other place they could be. The Great Hall.

As we neared, orange and yellow flames suddenly leapt toward the sky. My eyes widened. "Oh, that can't be good."

When we reached the fire, I saw that it was the armory that had been set on fire. As I hovered above the villagers gathered around it, someone yelled out.

"It was him! He set the armory on fire."

My gaze followed the man's accusing finger to the supposed culprit. My breath caught in my throat. Toothless.

The villagers flew into an uproar and from my place above everyone I saw Hiccup frozen in disbelief, the buckets in his hands dropping to the ground. The fire suddenly flared up, reminding everyone of the problem at hand.

"Okay, Strike. I know lightning's your thing but we could really use a rain storm right now."

As asked, the Skrill conjured up a small rain storm, albeit a bit grudgingly. We landed once the flames had been put out and the storm dispersed.

"Every one of our weapons _gone_." Stoick said solemnly.

"Prudence! My poor daringly. I'm so sorry. You should've had a long, bloodletting life." Gobber mourned, a little dramatically, over one of his ruined swords. I swear the man has named every single one of his weapons. It's weird.

"She didn't have to die, Gobber." All eyes turned to Mildew. "Hiccup's dragon left us utterly defenseless."

"Dad, you know Toothless wouldn't this!" Hiccup cried to his father, knowing whatever the man was thinking wouldn't be good news for our dragons.

"Sure. Listen to your boy, Stoick. That's what got us into this mess." Mildew slithered around father and son like the snake he is. "See what happens when you leave your dragon all alone to wait outside."

"_What_ did you say?" Hiccup glared at him.

The old man then had to nerve to stalk up at me, sneering. "And what about you, _pirate_? Where has you're dragon been tonight? Isn't he supposed to be caged?"

Lightning flashed in my eyes. "You better watch it, _Mildew_. Don't think I'm above hitting an old man." I growled dangerously. Strike backed me up with a loud, angry hiss.

Mildew leaned toward me with a nasty grin, our gazes locked. "I've killed more of your kind than I can count-"

Astrid suddenly popped up beside me.

"_Okay_. Let's go over here." She quickly grabbed my arm and dragged me over to the others. Astrid abruptly pushed me into Snotlout, his arms instinctively wrapping around me.

"Don't let her near Mildew. She looked ready to rip his throat out with her bare teeth and I seriously doubt that would work in our favor"

I scoffed, rolling my eyes. "Don't be ridiculous. He'd taste horrible."

Astrid sighed and gave my boyfriend a pointed look. "Do not let her out of your sight, Snotlout."

"No problem." I could hear the grin in his voice as his grip tightened.

"FINALLY!"

My attention immediately turned to Stoick and Hiccup at Mildew's delighted outburst. I'd been so busy squaring off with Mildew and fantasizing about all horrible things I wanted to do to him that I hadn't been listening to their conversation.

Stoick heaved a weary sigh and whispered something to Hiccup. I narrowed my eyes at Stoick, trying to figure out what the hell he was saying. My gaze lifted up to Snotlout, who was also focused on them.

"I don't suppose you can read lips can you?"

"Sorry, babe. I have many talents but that's not one of them."

"Damn."

I looked back at them just as Stoick turned away from his son and faced the crowd.

"By the end of the day tomorrow there will be no more dragons on Berk!"

There was simultaneous gasp from the teenagers.

I stood frozen in shock for a moment until it finally sunk in. "No! He can't do that!"

"Svala, he's the chief. He can do whatever he wants." Astrid mumbled miserably next to me.

I looked around for Hiccup and saw him standing off to the side with Mildew. The old man said something to him before practically skipping away. We silently walked over to stand behind him, not really sure what to say at this point.

"This is wrong." Hiccup said, sounding oddly calm.

"I know. It's horrible… It's the worst day of my life." Astrid hung her head, looking like she was struggling to hold back tears.

"No, Astrid. Something here doesn't add up." Hiccup glared at the ground in thought.

"All I know is I'm losing my dragon." Fishlegs muttered miserably as he walked away from us.

"For now… yeah. Okay, but I-I just need time to fix this." Hiccup assured him as Astrid turned and walked away while his back was turned.

"What are you talking about? It's over." Snotlout snapped bitterly as he walked away, never even so much as looking at me.

"Forget it. It's over." Ruffnut followed behind him.

"Yeah, forget it." Tuffnut echoed his sister.

I stayed loyally planted in my spot next to Hiccup, glancing over at him. "You know, you can't fix everything, Hiccup."

Hiccup sighed angrily. "You don't understand."

I turned to my best friend and faced him head on, my shoulders squared. "Then make me understand. Tell me what you see that no else does."

Hiccup opened and closed his mouth a few times, unsure of how to begin, before finally chocking something out. "It's… it's just that… it's just that there's something Mildew said that's odd… I think I need to sleep on it."

I nodded slowly though I still didn't understand what he was thinking. Of course, did anyone ever really understand was Hiccup was thinking? "Alright, then let's go back to the house. We have to get up early tomorrow."

The next morning Stoick had us up and flying to Dragon Island before the sun had even finished rising. A ship sailed below to take us back to Berk. Everyone landed in different areas to say our goodbyes without the risk of someone listening in. The dragons seemed to understand what was going on but not necessarily why.

I slowly slid down from the saddle and unstrapped it from Strike's neck, trying to hold myself together. Strike made a quiet whining sound, his head low to the ground. He stared up at me with big, sad, and yet still amazingly terrifying yellow eyes. My body shook violently, fingernails digging into my palms as I desperately tried not to cry.

The Skrill raised his head up to my level, staring into my eyes for a few seconds before pressing his massive head into my torso. A few tears leaked out which almost immediately turned into a flood. I wrapped my arms tightly around him, breaking into sobs.

"I'm sorry, Strike. I swear this isn't your fault."

After a few minutes I felt a hand on my shoulder. "Svala… it's time to go."

I pulled back and turned around to look up at Snotlout with a tear stained face. He silently pulled me into his embrace, wrapping his arms tightly around me and burying his face into the crook of my neck. I could tell from how tense his body was that Snotlout was holding back tears of his own. We separated after a few moments and began walking toward the ship, least someone come looking for us. My hands went up to my face and roughly wiped the tears away.

I paused when I felt Strike nudge my back and half turned to him. "No, Strike. You have to stay here." My voice was soft and hoarse from all the crying.

Snotlout's arm found its way around my waist and gently guided me to the ship. This time Strike didn't follow. The rest of the group was already on the ship by the time we got there. Even though the tears were gone, my eyes were red and puffy from crying but no one said anything. Not even the Twins had it in them to tease me.

I sat down next to Snotlout, his arm still around me as I leaned against him. His head rested on mine. I stared blankly at the wooden deck of the ship until I heard Hiccup's voice at the ship's mast.

"There's something that Mildew said that I can't stop thinking about. He-he said 'see what happens when you leave your dragon to wait outside.' He knew Toothless wasn't with me just before the armory fire!"

"Sooo…" Astrid trailed off.

"So he lives on the other side of the island. What was he doing in town? And how would he know where we were before the fire?" Hiccup demanded.

"You really think he set that fire?"

"I think he did all of it and I think he did it so my dad would get rid of all the dragons."

I immediately jumped up and went over to them. "That definitely sounds like something Mildew would do."

Astrid looked from me to Hiccup. "That's a pretty serious accusation. How are you going to prove it?"

I looked at Hiccup expectantly but he just stared out at the ocean. "I'll think of something."

I threw my arm around Hiccup's shoulders, giving him an encouraging half grin. "You always do."

He smiled back appreciatively. I moved back to my spot next the Snotlout. The rest of the trip back to Berk passed quietly with everyone lost in their thoughts. When the ship docked, everyone went their separate ways without saying a word to each other.

Hiccup and I walked through the door only to have an armful of tools dumped on us. We simultaneously looked down at the supplies then up at Hiccup's father.

I scrunched my nose up in confusion. "What the hell are these?"

"You still need to fix Mildew's roof."

"But Dad!"

"Hell no!"

"Quiet!" Stoick roared, effectively shutting us up. "The dragons were your responsibility. I am the chief and you will do as I say." _Chief_ Stoick turned his back to us and walked away, thus ending the conversation.

Hiccup and I stared at each other then reluctantly left the house and hiked up to Mildew's house with me bitching the entire way. Luckily Mildew wasn't there. Or at least lucky for _him_. Hiccup crawled up to the roof of the house while I tossed him the tools that his father had handed us and the shingles that were already waiting there.

We grudgingly got to work fixing the roof until Hiccup suddenly paused and looked around. He looked straight at me with a deadly serious expression. "My dad gave you a rope right?"

I blinked at him in confusion and nodded. "Yeah, it's right he-"

Hiccup wordlessly snatched the rope out of my hands and tied it to a post over the hole in the roof. My face lit up like a frickin Christmas tree. "Are we breaking into Mildew's house?! Yes! Finally! It's taken over five years but I've finally corrupted you."

He placed a finger to his lips "Shh! Mildew could be back at any moment."

I nodded rapidly, a huge grin still plastered to my face. Hiccup rolled his eyes and scaled down the rope. I slid down after him and dropped to the floor in a crouch. Rising up, I turned in a slow circle studying the small house. There was a drawing of what appeared to be Mildew killing a Monstrous Nightmare, various old weapons, and a Gronckle head.

"Well, this is disturbing. Talk about evil room of death."

Hiccup nodded in agreement, wandering over to four paintings hanging up on the wall. "Wife. Wife. Wife… hmm."

They were painting of his three _lovely_ wives… and his sheep.

"Well, Mildew definitely has a type." Hiccup turned to me.

We shivered in disgusted.

I strolled over to a large caldron and lifted the lid. "I've always wondered what Mildew eats. I assumed it was the souls of kittens and the dreams of children."

Hiccup looked into the pot and sniffed then doubled over dry heaving. I scrunched up my nose and placed the lid back down. "That bad huh?"

Hiccup nodded, still bent over. He suddenly straightened up and walked over to a hanging cloth. I walked over as he pulled it aside. We gasped. There was a pair boots shaped like dragon feet. I was actually having a hard time figuring out if they were real or not.

"What the…" Hiccup trailed off as he picked up one of the boots.

A flash of color against the grey wall caught my eye. I retrieved a stick with a dragon claws tapped to the end. "Well, this is an interesting revelation."

Hiccup smirked. "Can you even spell revelation?"

"Nope… but I can hit you with this stick." I promptly wacked him over the head with said stick to prove my point.

Hiccup was just about to throw the boot at me when the doorknob started jiggling. Hiccup gasped, staring at the door with a deer in the headlights look as if we'd already been caught red handed.

I rolled my eyes. Amateurs.

Moving with an experienced swiftness, I plucked the boot from Hiccup's hand and set the two things back in their places as my foot shoved Hiccup back toward the rope. I jerked the fabric closed and scurried up the rope behind Hiccup, pulling it up with me.

"I'm home ladies!" Mildew burst through the door. He walked over to the paintings and cupped his hand over his ear. "What's that you say? Nothin? _Perfect_."

Mildew looked toward where the boots and claw were and paused. I mentally slapped my forehead. I hadn't placed the boot in the right place. Rookie mistake. Mildew retched the material aside but thankfully found nothing else out of place. He picked up the objects.

"Aw, these served us well didn't they, Fungus?"

The sheep baa-ed in reply.

"Shame we have to get rid of them."

I watched Mildew as he walked back toward the door. Just a little longer. Suddenly, a single bead of liquid fell passed me. I flinched as it fell right onto the sheep's head.

It looked straight up at us and started a commotion, trying to warn his owner. Luckily, Mildew paid the animal no heed. Once they were a safe distance away, we climbed the rest of the way back to the roof and watched as Mildew walked over to the cliff and tossed the items into the ocean.

I tugged on Hiccup's sleeve and nodded in the direction of the village. We needed to use this time to escape or risk being found out. Letting Hiccup jump down first, I made sure to grab the rope. Rule one when breaking into someone's house: never leave any evidence.

As we ran back to the house, Hiccup and I shared a knowing look.

The dragons may be gone from Berk but this is far from over.


	5. Alvin and the Outcasts

**Alvin and the Outcasts**

It's been less than a day since Hiccup and I watched Mildew throw the only hope we had of proving the dragons' innocence into the ocean. After sneaking away, we rushed back to the village and summoned the others to an emergency meeting.

Our claims were met with a _lot_ of doubt, but so far it seemed to be our only chance of getting the dragons un-banished. So the next morning everyone gathered at beach to search for the evidence.

It was a few hours after sunrise as we all stood at the shore and fished around in the water with nets we "borrowed" from Mulch and Bucket. All except for Hiccup, who was standing apart from the rest of us and staring out across the ocean dramatically.

I know he's kind of the weakest member of the group and tends to come up with all the ideas but he could seriously help out with the heavy lifting every once and a while.

"UUUUUUGH!" Snotlout suddenly screamed in frustration, his hands gripping his head. He spun on Hiccup. "We've been here for _hours_ and we haven't found _anything_!"

"We've been here for ten minutes! And you've done nothing but build… _that._" Hiccup cried in exasperation, motioning to whatever in Thor's name Snotlout had built.

"_That_ is Snotlout Manor." Snotlout gestured to the pathetic pile of sticks and stones. "And all I need now is a Queen." He suddenly sidled over between me and Astrid and threw his arms around our shoulders. "Or _Queens_._"_

Astrid and I shared a look and sighed. Snotlout doubled over after receiving perfectly synchronized elbows to the gut.

Astrid took a few steps away and crossed her arms. "Not even in your dreams."

I mirrored her posture, smirking. "I don't share."

"Okay, message received." Snotlout whispered in a strangled voice.

I turned my head at the sound of Tuffnut roaring to see him stomping on the so-called 'Snotlout Manor' with Ruffnut spurring him on from the side.

"Wha-What are you doing?!" Snotlout ran over, staring in despair at the ruined structure.

"Storming the castle." Tuffnut grinned at him, still standing on it.

"Hey, c'mon guys! I'm telling you. Mildew framed our dragons. Svala and I saw dragon feet in Mildew's house and we watched him threw them into the ocean." Hiccup yelled, getting fed up with our antics.

I nodded in agreement. "It's true. We _both_ saw it with our own eyes. And don't forget that weird claw on a stick."

Fishlegs cleared his throat, speaking hesitantly. "I don't mean to be Norbert-the-Negative but the ocean in really, really vast. And our chances of finding those dragon feet are about as good as Snotlout getting Svala and Astrid-"

"_Don't_ go there." Astrid silenced him, walking over to Hiccup.

The large boy flinched at Astrid angry tone and squeaked out. "Going nowhere."

"Look Fishlegs is right. Even if Mildew did throw them in the ocean they're not going to just wash up on shore here." Astrid spoke to Hiccup with a softer tone, trying to get him to understand how impossible this mission was.

I stared at Fishlegs through narrowed eyes. "Here's an idea. How about we throw Fishlegs off the cliff and see if he lands in the same place?"

The boy gulped and took a few steps back.

"I found it!" Snotlout abruptly shouted.

"Great!" Hiccup ran over, grinning at Astrid. "You were saying?"

When Hiccup reached him, Snotlout turned around holding up a small club. "I haven't seen this since I was a baby." He banged it on his head. "You never forget your first bludgeon."

So he did hit his head when he was a baby… literally.

Hiccup sighed dejectedly and turned back to the rest of us. "Just keep looking."

The rest of the day was spent reeling in empty nets and throwing them back out again, along with the occasional complaint. And I use the word 'occasional' very loosely. One by one everyone was called back home by their parents until only me and Hiccup remained.

I hauled in the net I had cast out nearly ten minutes ago and, surprise surprise, there was nothing in it.

"Gah! I give up!" I threw the net down angrily.

Leaving the net in the sand, I walked over to Hiccup to see how he was faring. Hiccup held up his net in one hand and plucked a crab out of it with other. He glared menacingly at the unlucky little crustacean.

I edged closer, watching him warily. "Hiccup?"

The usually even-tempered boy suddenly yelled and threw the crab at the ocean as hard as he could.

I raised my eyebrows at the uncharacteristic display of anger. "Wow, Hiccup. What'd that poor crab ever do to you?"

I reeled back when Hiccup spun on me, eyes blazing. "This is serious, Svala! If we don't find those boots my dad might never let the dragons come back to Berk!"

Recovering from my initial shock, I took a threatening step toward Hiccup. "You think I don't know that! I miss Strike just as much as you miss Toothless! But this simply isn't going to work!"

Reining in my temper, I continued in a calmer voice. "As much as I hate to admit it, Fishlegs is right. The ocean is _really_ big. The chances of us find those boots are slim to none. We _will_ get the dragons back but we're going to have to find another way to do it."

Seconds passed in tense silence as we squared off, neither willing to yield to the other's opinion. Finally, Hiccup broke the silence with a sigh of surrender, his posture going lax. I followed suit, my hands unclenching from the fists I hadn't even known I'd made.

"You're right. We'll never find the boots at this rate. It's just… I don't know what else to do." Hiccup stared down at the sand between us, frustration evident on his face.

I turned my gaze to the horizon toward Dragon Island in thought for a few moments. Hiccup raised his head when he felt my hand on his shoulder and I offered him a small smile. "Don't forget, Hiccup. You're not alone. I'm here with you. I've always been here. I'll always be here. We'll think of something. In the meantime, it couldn't hurt to tell your father about what we found in Mildew's house."

Hiccup smiled for the first time since his father banished the dragons from the island. "Alright. Let's go talk to my dad."

I retuned the tight hug he gave me. "You're a good friend, Svala. You always have been."

"Okay. Okay. Enough with all this sappiness. " I laughed, pulling back and flashing a grin. "I have a reputation to uphold after all."

I wasn't kidding either. Not even Snotlout has seen me talk like that.

Hiccup laughed. "If the twins ever knew about this they'd never let you live it down."

With that, we headed back home, joking and walking with our shoulders pressed against each other like we used to do when we kids.

….

You know how I said it couldn't hurt to tell Hiccup father about what we had found?

Yeah, I was wrong.

"I'm telling you I saw a pair of Zippleback feet in Mildew's house! He must have used them to make the footprints of the dragon who _supposedly_ stole the boots." Hiccup argued with his father.

"Well, let's go have a look at them." Stoick replied, his arms crossed stubbornly over his chest.

Gobber stood next to him with an eyebrow raised at us in apprehension.

"Yeah… uh," Hiccup rubbed the back of his head. "There's going to be a problem with that…" He trailed off, looking at me to continue.

I cleared my throat when the adults fixed their scrutinizing gazes on me, looking anywhere but at them. "We kind of, sort of saw him… throw the boots into the ocean." I finished slowly.

"I know you're upset about the dragons, kids. But you're going to need evidence to accuse a man of high treason." Stoick explained to us calmly.

Hiccup and I shared a look and sighed. This was not going to be easy.

After Stoick dismissed us, we retreated up to Hiccup's room. I sat on his bed and polished my sword while Hiccup re-read the Book of Dragons for perhaps the millionth time. With the dragons gone there really wasn't much to do.

"Hey, Hiccup. Hi, Svala."

We simultaneously looked up and over to the window where Astrid was perched with her arms on the window sill.

"Uh… hi, Astrid. You know we have a door right?" Hiccup greeted her, rising from his spot on the floor where he'd settled after I'd kicked him out of his bed.

I lifted my hand in an absentminded wave, having already turned my complete focus onto trying to buff out a smudge on my blade. By the time I had gotten my sword all shiny and flawless and looked up, Hiccup and Astrid were gone.

I shrugged, not really caring. They were probably on another walk. Rising up from the bed, I headed back to my room and returned the weapon to its sheath.

Literally within the same second that I had put the sword away, I heard the sound of the front door slamming open. Darting over to the stairs, I looked over the railing to see Hiccup and Astrid standing in the doorway with frantic expressions on their faces.

"Dad! Dad!" Hiccup yelled.

Stoick burst out of his room and raced over to the teenagers. "What is it, Hiccup? What's wrong?"

"Outcasts! Astrid and I saw their ship on the western shore."

My breath caught in my throat as Stoick froze in horror. He voiced what I was thinking.

"_Oh, no_."

Berk was being invaded and we were virtually defenseless.

Chief mode almost immediately set in and Stoick began directing us. "Okay. Hiccup and Astrid, you two alert all the villagers to any emergency meeting." The pair scurried back out the door.

He turned and pointed to me. "Svala, you go get Sven and tell him to scout out the Outcasts then come straight to the Meeting Hall."

I nodded and followed him out the door only to stop short. I spun on my heels and raced back up to my room. When I returned, my sword was strapped to my hip. Sprinting down the hill, I weaved through houses until I arrived at the one I was looking for. I jumped up onto the porch and knocked frantically on the door.

"Open! Open! Open!"

I was mid knock when the door suddenly disappeared and was replaced by a brunette man with the typical Viking facial hair and big brown eyes. My hand paused just before I hit him in the face and I quickly pulled it back.

"Whoa! Svala, what's gotten you so worked up?" He looked at me with a concerned expression. Sven was one of the nicer, more mild-mannered Vikings on Berk and one of our best scouts.

"Outcasts have been spotted on the western shore. The Chief wants you to check it out." I panted out breathlessly.

"Outcasts!" The man's face turned deadly serious. "I'm on it. Get to the Meeting Hall!" He pushed me toward the building. "Quickly!" I jumped at the volume of his voice and bolted up to the Meeting Hall.

I came in with the last of the villagers and my gaze locked onto Astrid and Snotlout standing to the right of Stoick and Gobber. Shoving my way through the mass of Vikings, I eventually reached the two. Both of them hurried over to me, but it was Snotlout's massive arms that wrapped around me protectively. I took a moment to lean into him, the sense of panic being momentarily replaced by a sense of security.

"Everyone, listen up!" Stoick powerful voice echoed throughout the building, quieting the voices of the confused and nervous villagers. "An Outcast ship was recently spotted off the coast. We believe they have since landed on the island-"

The reaction was immediate. The villagers flew into an uproar. What were we going to do? We have no weapons. We're all going to die… etcetera, etcetera.

Stoick spent the next several minutes trying to calm them down until Sven suddenly burst through the door and ran to meet the Chief.

"Stoick!"

He turned to the scout, everyone quieting down to see what he had to say. "Sven! Did you get a count?"

The man stopped before the chief and doubled over, trying to catch his breath. "I saw thirty men at least. All armed to the teeth."

Gobber stepped toward Stoick. "Without any weapons we'll never be able to fight them head on."

"No weapons! And Outcasts on our shores! All thanks to your boy," Mildew suddenly started yelling, throwing an accusing finger toward Hiccup, "and his dragons!"

"I don't have time for this right now, Mildew!" Stoick waved the old man off angrily.

"Mulch! You and Bucket gather up the elders and the children. Get them to Thor's beach. They'll be safe in the caves there." The two men came forward when Stoick called them and then hurried off to do their assigned task.

"We can help fight." Astrid protested determinedly, me and Snotlout standing beside her. "We've been trained as warriors."

"She may have been trained but I was born a warrior." Snotlout declared, thumping his chest. A light smile played at my lips. Even in the face of imminent death, that boy could still make my smile.

"Take this." Stoick handed Astrid an axe with a rough, jagged blade. "It was Alvin's. Go with the others." He leaned down to our level, speaking in a calm voice. "You can help protect them."

We nodded and began followed the other villagers out, but I stopped when I saw Hiccup still standing by the fire. I turned back toward Snotlout, who had also stopped and was giving me a questioning look.

I smiled encouragingly at him. "You go on with the others. I'll catch up."

He hesitated a moment before swiftly pulling me to him and planting his lips on mine. I kissed back with just as much fervor. Snotlout pulled back, his forehead resting against mine. "Be safe."

"Aren't I always?" I grinned.

He smirked and pecked me once more on the lips before pulling away and rushing out the door after the group. I watched until he was out of sight and then walked over to the fire pit. Hiccup met me halfway and turned to his father.

"Let us go get the dragons. At least if we have them, Dad, we can defend ourselves."

I looked at Stoick resolutely. "He's right. We only have a handful of weapons and the Outcasts are completely armed."

Stoick sighed but, surprisingly, that was as much of a fight as he put up. "Go."

We wasted no time in bolting out the door.

Just as we made it to the door, Stoick added. "But be careful. You have no idea what Alvin is capable of."

Hiccup nodded and with that we left the safety of the adults. We made our way toward the boats, slinking through the shadows to avoid detection. Luckily, we made it to the docks without any sight of the Outcasts.

I threw a wary glance behind me as we drew to a stop at the top of the docks. "Well, so far so good."

A gasp from Hiccup drew my attention and I followed his line of sight down to the water.

Oops, spoke to soon.

An Outcast ship with five armed men had just pulled up to the docks. A second ship was fast approaching. We ducked back behind the cliff.

I peered around the corner to see the men marching up the docks and jerked back before they could see me. "Great. What do we do now?"

Hiccup's eyebrows knitted together in thought for a second before he quickly grabbed my hand and headed back into the village. "This way."

I followed behind Hiccup until he came to an abrupt halt. Light from a torch flared from behind the houses in front of us, accompanied by loud laughter. We turned on our heels and went to run in the opposite direction. But before we could take two steps, the men from the docks came into view and stopped us dead in our tracks. We were trapped.

The hand headed toward my sword was interrupted in its path when Hiccup grabbed it and roughly pulled me to the ground. He released my hand to roll under the house next to us and I followed suit. We watched with bated breath as feet marched passed the house, unsure if anyone had seen us. The two groups of Outcasts joined up and then headed further into the village.

Hiccup and I suddenly tensed up at the sound of shaky breathing. We slowly turned our heads to look at each other and then slowly turned them further around to see what was behind us.

"Ah! Fishlegs!" Hiccup jumped at the sight of the cowering boy.

I heaved a heavy sigh of relief, dropping my head onto my arms.

Fishlegs peeked out from behind his hands and pointed a finger at Hiccup. "Alvin's looking for you. He's looking for the _dragon-conqueror_."

My eyes widened as I raised my head to stare at Hiccup.

This is really bad.

Hiccup narrowed his eyes and then crawled out from under the house. "C'mon, guys. We need to follow them."

I pulled myself out from under the house and stood up, readjusting my sword. Hiccup kneeled down and looked under the house he noticed Fishlegs wasn't following. "Fishlegs, c'mon. We're going to lose them."

"No, way! You two are crazy! The last time I saw Alvin he threw me off a cliff!" Fishlegs hissed from safely under the house.

Dropping down to my knees, I glared at Fishlegs. "_I'm_ going to throw you off a cliff if you don't come out from under there right now."

The large boy squeaked in fear but came out nonetheless.

I ran off in the direction the Outcasts had gone, Hiccup and Fishlegs following behind me. "Hurry you two. And be quiet." I looked back at them and hissed. If the Outcast's found us it was all over.

I moved swiftly and silently, staying as close to the houses as possible where we could hide in their shadows. We caught up to them quickly but always stayed just around the corner.

The Outcasts went straight to our house. They stopped at the porch and talked for a few seconds before Alvin suddenly turned and kicked the door clean off its hinges. The Outcasts all squeezed inside and we took the chance to slink up the house, hiding around the corner. All three of us pressed our ears to the wall, straining to hear what they were saying.

"I spotted fresh tracks leading into the forest! And I heard reports of a big guy with a bucket on his head heading down to the beach!"

"We'll split up."

I edged back a bit when they all poured out of the house like a swarm of rats.

"You four go into the woods."

"Where are we going?"

"We'll go to the beach."

My heart stopped when I heard those words. The beach. Where Snotlout and Astrid and the Twins and all the elders were hiding, with only a single axe for protection.

I was too distracted to listen to what Alvin said next but I did catch one word.

_Hostages._

"What do we do now?" Fishlegs whispered to Hiccup.

Too worried about the others to think straight, I looked to Hiccup for guidance.

"Go to the woods and warn my father. Svala and I need to get ahead of Alvin and warn Mulch and the others."

We spilt up. Fishlegs made a beeline for the forest while Hiccup and I skirted around the village to the cliffs. Despite how much faster we were moving, we still had to take the long way to avoid being seen by the Outcasts. As a result we were too late.

We came upon Mulch and Bucket leading the Outcasts toward the cliffs, weapons pressed into their backs. One wrong move and it was over for them. Hiccup and I each ducked behind a tree before they could spot us.

"Keep moving!" I heard Alvin yell, accompanied by laugher from the rest of his group.

Once they had passed, I ran over to Hiccup. "What do we do now? They're going to take everyone hostage and your father is on the other side of the island."

"I guess we'll just have to wing it." That was all Hiccup said before he chased after the Outcasts.

I groaned. "Yeah, cause that _always_ works." I caught up with Hiccup and we followed the Outcasts down to Thor's beach.

The Outcasts rounded everyone up and had them stand in a line in front of the rocks. Alvin stood on top of the rocks while his minions circled around the villagers. Hiccup and I ducked behind a cluster of boulders nearby. For now, all we could do was watch and wait.

I peered through the narrow space between two rocks, searching for a chance to take down Alvin or free the others. So far, the odds were stacked against us.

"For those of you who haven't figured it out, I am the one and only Alvin the Treacherous. And let me be clear that name was earned."

"Alvin?" Tuffnut laughed. "How did he earn that?"

I snickered behind my hand.

Alvin ignored the boy. "Your leader has abandoned you. And Stoick doesn't concern me. I'm not here for him. I want the dragon-conqueror."

"Alvin!"

My eyes snapped over to the source of the voice.

Mildew.

_He wouldn't._

Luckily, Mildew wasn't able to say another word before Astrid roughly elbowed him in the face, thusly knocking him unconscious. I had to bit my lip to keep from cheering. I've wanted to do that for years.

"Huh?" Alvin turned to attention to them.

She smiled innocently at him as she held Mildew up. "My grandfather's frail. He needs his nap."

Alvin seemed to buy it and turned away. The second he did, Astrid threw Mildew on the ground. "Well, like I said. Tell me who the dragon-conqueror is and you can all go free."

"Conqueror? C'mon. I'll show Alvin who's a conqueror." Snotlout laughed, pulling out his bludgeon.

My eyes widened when I realized what he was going to do.

_No no no no no_.

As predicted, Snotlout went around to the side of the rocks and climbed up them. He ran up behind Alvin, weapon held high.

Of course, Alvin turned around and Snotlout stopped dead in his tracks. He smiled and offered up the weapon. "For you, sir."

I slapped my hand over my face. Hiccup shook his head.

Alvin snatched the club out Snotlout's hand. "You better check your trousers, son. I think you've soiled yourself." He pushed Snotlout away.

An axe suddenly came flying through the air toward Alvin. He caught it in one hand without even looking. "Will you look at that! My old hatchet. I was wondering when I'd get that back."

One of the Outcasts threw Astrid up into the cliff. She must have been the one that threw the axe.

"Trying to kill Alvin the Treacherous." He laughed at her. "You're not as smart at you look. Tell me, who's your dragon-conqueror, aye?"

When Astrid didn't reply, Alvin roughly grabbed her braid and yanked her head back. "Tell me!" Astrid cried out in pain.

I growled and reached for my sword but Hiccup beat me to the punch when he stood up and said. "Leave her alone."

"Hiccup! What are you doing?!" Astrid yelled.

Hiccup leapt over the rock and jumped down. I went to followed him but suddenly thought better of it and stayed put. I still had a chance to catch Alvin by surprise.

"I'm the dragon-conqueror." Hiccup declared, standing tall.

Alvin stared at him for a moment and then started chuckling, the other Outcasts followed suit.

"_You?"_ Alvin asked incredulously. "Stoick's little embarrassment?"

If the obvious insult bothered Hiccup he didn't show it. He remained confident and collected as he jerked his thumb toward himself.

"I drove the dragons from Berk." He spread his arms out. "Look around. You don't see any on this island, do yah?"

Alvin glanced around but everything remained still and silent to prove Hiccup's point.

"I-It's true. All the dragons are afraid of him. He even conquered a Nightfury." Astrid added, her words emphasized.

I raised an eyebrow at the girl. She really needed to work on her lying skills.

Alvin advanced on Hiccup, towering over him. "You're bluffing."

"Am I? Well there's only one way to find out. Take me to Dragon Island." Hiccup commanded.

My lips curled into a smirk. _Very clever, Hiccup._

I carefully drew back from the boulders I hid behind; staying crouched down as I backtracked to the forest. Once I was out of the Outcast's range of sight I bolted toward the docks, pushing my body to get a head start on them.

When I made it to the docks I untied one of the smaller, faster ships and set sail. I guided it toward Dragon Island. This was one of the few times I was glad to have been born a pirate, taught to sail a ship since I was tall enough to reach the wheel.

Within a few hours I had reached the island. I pulled the ship into a small cove further around the island where it wouldn't be seen. Everything was quiet as I stepped onto the rocky shore. There wasn't a living thing in sight. I cautiously wandered further into the island, my blue eyes scanning the area. As I headed farther up the shore I spotted an enormous opening in the mountain. It took a minute for it to click in my mind exactly where I was. This was where the Queen Dragon had broken out of the mountain side.

I strode up to the hole and climbed to the top of the rubble piled at the mouth. I squinted my eyes, trying to peer through the inky blackness. "Strike? Toothless? You in here?" I called, my voice echoing through the tunnel.

For a while nothing happened. And then there was a sudden flash of purple. The next thing I knew I was flat on my back being smothered in dragon kisses. I flew into a fit of laughter and squeals, momentarily forgetting the nature of my visit. I tried to push Strike off of me but when I raised my hands they found not one dragon head, but two.

Finally, both heads backed off. I whipped the saliva from my face and opened my eyes to see Strike and Toothless standing side by side. Behind them were Hookfang, Barf and Belch, Stormfly, and Meatlug. The dragons stared down at me with wide, happy eyes. When my gaze settled on Toothless it suddenly all came rushing back to me.

"Hiccup." I whispered in alarm.

Toothless' ear plats perked up at his rider's name. The black dragon looked around and sniffed the air. When he was unable to pick up the boy's scent his head dropped in disappointment.

I jumped to my feet, placing my hands on either side of Toothless' head. "Toothless, Hiccup's in trouble. The Outcast's are bringing him here so he can prove he's the dragon-conqueror. Here's what you have to do…"

I wasn't sure exactly how much of the plan the Nightfury understood, but he seemed to get the gist of it. I herded Toothless and Strike back into the tunnel then took the other dragons to the cove to wait out of sight. It wasn't a long wait. The Outcasts pulled up with Hiccup only minutes after I entered the cave. I peered over the rocks. Alvin picked Hiccup up by the back of his shirt and threw him off the boat. The boy landed on the rocky ground in a heap, grunting in pain.

I placed my hand on Toothless' snout to hold him back when he growled in anger and tried to go to Hiccup. "No. Not yet." I whispered to him.

Hiccup picked himself off the ground only to have Alvin shove him forward, a sword pressed to his spine. I waited until they approached our hiding place and then released Toothless. The dragon opened his wings and glided out of the cave, landing before them.

I sat behind the rubble, trying to stay out of sight. I could hear Hiccup's exaggerated voice. "Stop! It will only make him angrier. Watch and learn." I placed my hand over my mouth to keep from laughing and waited for the cue. "You cannot defeat me. You dirty dragon. I am the dragon-conqueror."

I heard Alvin's voice and then. "By the way it's not really dragon conqueror. It's dragon trainer!"

I took that as my cue and leapt onto Strike's back. We flew out of the cave and found Hiccup and Toothless flying above the Outcast's ship as they took aim.

"Fire!" Alvin yelled.

I grinned. "Well, you heard the man." Strike screeched shrilly and let out a stream of white fire. It lite up the ship's sail and caused the Outcast's to duck down before they could fire their weapons. Unfortunately, they regrouped quickly and fired at both of us.

Strike weaved out of the way but when I looked over Hiccup was still hovering clumsily in midair. "Hiccup!"

As the three arrows neared the two a blast of fire suddenly came out of nowhere and incinerated them. I threw my fist in the air and cheered when Astrid soared past them and Hiccup took off after her.

I twisted my head to one side and then the other when I heard wing beats beside me. Snotlout and the Twins hovered at my flanks.

Snotlout grinned at me. "So, what happened to being safe?"

I laughed. "When am I ever safe?

We regrouped with the Hiccup, Astrid, and Fishlegs and watched the Adults launch the catapults at the ship. "There's our chance." Hiccup yelled as the Outcasts moved offshore. "C'mon!"

We dove at them, circling around the ship. My attention was trained on the enemy when I suddenly heard Astrid scream and looked up. Stormfly was spinning out of the way of a boulder but Astrid was unprepared and fell. Right onto the Outcast's ship.

"Hold your fire!" Hiccup screamed. "He's got Astrid."

A stream of fire was sent toward the ship and I followed it to Snotlout and Hookfang.

"What are you doing?!" Hiccup yelled at him shrilly.

Snotlout looked at him in confusion. "I heard you say fire."

"I said _hold_ your fire."

"See! You said it again."

I sighed and shook my head.

"No! He's right!" Stoick screamed up at us.

"Thank you!"

"Fire again, Hiccup! All of you!"

None of us could see the logic in that plan so we lined up beside Hiccup and waited for his say-so.

"Everyone! Fire into the water!" He ordered.

We dove at the ship once again. The Twins took the lead and swept past the ship, leaving a trail of green gas in their wake. The rest of the dragons lite it up with simultaneous blasts of fire. When the fire died down there was a dome of thick smoke surrounding the vessel. I finally realized the reasoning behind the plan.

Hiccup and Toothless disappeared into the smoke while the rest of us circled around it. Arrows flew through the sky at us but they were wobbly and several yards off mark. Hiccup suddenly burst out on the other side with Astrid sitting behind him. She remounted her own dragon and they circled back around to us.

Stoick's ship had also disappeared into the smoke and, for now, all we could do was watch and wait. Eventually, the smoke slowly began to clear until we could vaguely see the two ships but couldn't make out any movement from the people on them. Our ship suddenly began to move away.

"Now, Hiccup! Burn the ship!" Stoick yelled.

"Here we go guys!" Toothless took a nosedive toward the ships. "Hit 'em with everything you got!"

I followed close behind Toothless with the others falling into a single file line behind me. The Outcasts abandoned ship under our assault. Toothless shot a plasma blast, blowing a hole in the ship's floor. Strike followed up with a bolt of lightning striking the mast and sending it toppling over. I could hear more crashing and explosions as Strike swept up and banked around the ship. I caught a glimpse of burning flames but no ship.

Toothless landed on our own ship and Hiccup dismounted to talk to his father. I wanted to be down there with Hiccup but with a minimal amount of room on the boat I was forced to stay in the skies. After a few minutes, Hiccup got back on Toothless and flew over to us.

"Well?" I asked him impatiently.

Hiccup's face broke out into a grin. "My dad said the dragons are un-banished."

The information was met with whoops and hollers.

"Hey!" Everyone quieted down and looked at Astrid. "Last one back to Berk is a rotten egg."

"You're on!" I grinned and left them to eat my dust.

We were met with zealous greetings upon our return. The villagers cheered for the dragons as we did a victory lap and then spiraled down to land on the docks. We reveled in the praised for a bit before heading up to the village. I passed Mildew on my way and smirked triumphantly at him. He glared at me until something stopped between us and blocked our sight. I turned my gaze up to meet Snotlout's pale blue eyes as he grabbed my hand in his.

"Dinner at my house?"

I smiled at him, all thoughts of Mildew vanishing. "Sounds good."

We walked hand in hand to Snotlout's house, our dragons following behind us.

So, everything turned out okay in the end. The dragons were back on Berk and the Outcasts had been vanquished. Although, I couldn't help but feel like I had forgotten something.

"Shit! I left my saddle on the island!"


End file.
